Deliverer of his Co v NTRY, © 3 


A | 4 


RAGE D V 


- 
9 . 
4 
9 
* 
N LH 
- 


1 


At the Theatre-Royal in Drury- Lane ? | 


HHENRY BROOKE, Bg | 
$9 * * py, Ss - + 2 = 


* LL >. 
. —— — 
- —c@____ —_—_ * 


LON DO Y. 
Printed for J. Bucx, in the Strand; and Sold by 4d 
Bookſelſers of Londen ang ,. 179 63 


1 14:6 2-4 


: 


— — 


—  — 


A PREFATORY 


DEDICATION. 


. S I eſteem'd it my Happineſs to live under a 


Government, where National Liberty was 
eſtabliſh'd by Law, and the Rights of Sub- 
jets interwove with their Allegiance : So I ever 
thought it my Safety to act with ſuch allowable Free- 
dom, as did not contradict any of our written and 
known Regulations. | 
| Tho? inconſiderable in myſelf, I am yet a Subject 
of Great-Britain ;, and the Privileges of her meaneſt 
Member are dear to the whole Conſtitution. 

Among thoſe Privileges, 1 claim that of juſtifying 
my Conduct, I claim that of defending my Property, 
and wiſh I cou'd do both, without giving Diſguſt 
ev'n to thoſe by whoſe Cenſure 1 am a Sufferer. 

When I wrote the following Sheets, I had ſtudied 
the ancient Laws of my Country, but was not con- 
verſant with her preſent political Stare. I did not 
conſider Things minutely; in the general View 
I liked our Conſtitution, and zealouſly wiſh'd 
| that the Religion, the Laws and Liberties of Eng/and 
might ever be ſacred and ſafe. I had nothing to fear 
or hope from Party or Preferment. My Attach- 
ments were only to Truth, I was conſcious of no 
other Principles, and was far from apprehending that 

Such could be offenſive. 

I took my Subject from the Hiſtory of Sweden, 
one of thoſe Gothic and glorious Nations, from whom 
our Form of Government is derived, from whom 
| Britain has inherited thoſe unextinguiſhable Sparks of 
| Liberty and Patriotiſm, that were Her Light thro? 
the Ages of Ignorance and Superſtition, Her 
| | A » flamin g 


iv A Prefatory Dedication. 
flaming Sword turn'd ev'ry Way againſt Invaſion, and 
that vital Heat which ks ſo oe eels Her, fo 
often reſtored Her from inteſtine Malignities. Thoſe 
are the Sparks, the Gems, that alone give true Orna - 
ment and Brightneſs to the Crown of a Britih Mo- 
narch ; that give Him freely to reign over the Free; 
and ſhall ever fet him above the Princes of the Earth; 
till Corruption grow univerſal ; till Subjects wiſh to 
be Slaves, and Kings know not how to be Happy. 

] was pleaſed with this Similitude between the 
Principles, and, as I may ſay, between the natural 
. of Sweden and Britain, I look'd no 

urther for Sentiments, than as they aroſe from Facts, 
and for the Facts I am indebted to Hiſtory : Nay, I 
ingeniouſly confeſs, I was ſo far from a View of 
Merit with the Diſa ffected, that I look'd on this Per- 
formance as the higheſt Compliment 1 could pay the 
preſent Eſtabliſhment——Such was my Ignorance, 
or ſuch is my Misfortune. 

Many are the Difficulties a new Author has to 
encounter in introducing his Play on the Stage. I 
had the good Fortune to ſurmount them; this Piece 
was about five Weeks in Rehearſal, the Day was ap- 
=_ for Acting, I had diſpoſed of many hundred 

ickets, and imagined I had nothing to fear but from 
the Weakneſs of the Performance. 

But then it was, that where I look'd for Approba- 
tion, I met with Repulſe, I was condemn'd and 
puniſh'd in my Works without being accus'd of any 
Crime, and made obnoxious to the Government under 
which I live, without having it in my Power to alter 
my Conduct, or knowing in what Inſtance I had 
given Offence. 

However ſingular and unprecedented this Treat- 
ment may appear: Had I conceiv'd it to be the In- 
tention of the Legiſlature, I ſhould have ſubmitted 
without complaining. Or had any, among Hundreds 
who have peruſed the Manuſcript, obſerved but a 
ſingle Line that might inadvertently tend to Sedition | 
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A Pref#tory Dedication. v 
or Immorality, I wou'd then have been the firſt to 
ſtrike it out, I wou'd now be the laſt to publiſh it. 

Had the Dignity of the Ld. C——s Office con- 
deſcended, as ſome wou'd infinuate, to a Theatrical 
Examination of the Drama, to a critical Inquiſition of 
the Conduft, the Unities, and Trick of Scenery, even fa 
I might have hoped for equaFlndulgence with Far 
Pantomines, and other Performances of like Taſte and 
Genius. 

But this 1s not the Caſe, the Ld. C n's Office 
is alone concern'd in thoſe Reaſons which gave Birth 
to the Satute, it is to guard againſt ſuch Repreſenta- 
tions as He may conceive to he of pernicious Influence 
in the Commonwealth; this is the only Point to which 
his Prohibitions are underſtood to extend, and his 
Prohibition Jays me under the Neceflity of publiſhing 
this Piece, to convince the Public, that (tho* of no 
valuable Conſcquence) I am at leaft inoffenſive. 

Patriotiſm, or the Love of Country, is the great and 
fingle Mora! which I had in View thro* this Play. 
This Love ſo ſuperiour in its Nature to all other In- 
tereſts and Affections) is perforated in the Character 
of Guſtavus. It is the Love of National Welfare; 
National Welfare is National Liberty; and He along 
can be conſcious of it, He alone can can contribute to 
the Support of it, who is perſonally free. 

By Perſonal Freedom | mean that State reſulting from 
Jirtue; or Reaſon ruling, in the Breaſt ſuperior to Ap- 
petite and Paſſion 3; and by Naticnal Freedom I mean 
a Security. ariſing, from the Nature of a well-order'd 
Conſtitution) for thoſe Advantages and Piivileges that 
each Man has a Right to, by contributing as a Mem- 
ber to the Weal of that Community. 

The Monarch or Head of ſuch a Conſtitution, is 


as the Father of a large and well-regulated Family, 


his Subjects are not Servants, but Sons; their Care, 
their Affections, their Attachments are reciprocal, 
and their Intereſt is one, is not to be divided, | 
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How glorious, how extenſive is the Prerogative of 
ſuch a Monarch! He is ſuperior to Subjects, each of 
whom is equal to any Monarch, who is only ſuperi 


to Slaves. He is ſcepter'd in the Hearts of his Peo- 


le, from whence He directs their Hands with double 
orce and Energy. His Office partakes of the 
Divins IxcII NATION, by being exerted to no other 
End, but the Happineſs of a People. 

O, never may any Subtleties, any Inſinuations 
raiſe groundleſs Jealouſies in a People fo govern'd ! 


never may they be influenced to imagine that ſuch a a 
Prince is invading their Rights, while He is only 


folicitous to confirm and preſerve them 
And never may any Miniſtry, any Adulation, ſeduce 
ſuch a Prince from that his true Intereſt and Honour ! 
I ſhou'd not have had the Aſſurance to ſollicite a 
Subſcription in Favour of Sentiments that any Cir- 
eumſtance could ever make me retract. Theſe, and 


theſe only, are the Principles of which you are Pa- 
trons ; and the honourable Subſcribers to this Per- 
formance lay me under ſuch a future Obligation of 


Conduct, as ſhall ever make me cautious of forfeiting 


the Advantages I receive from them. They are alſo | 


7 me a laſting Memorial of that Gratitude with which 
am, 


Your moſt Oblig' d, moſt Faithful, 


and moſt Humble Servant, 


HENRT BROOKE. 


This is truly to Reign; this, only, is to Reign. 
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RITONS this Night preſents a State diſtreſi d, 
| The brave yet vanquiſh'd, and, ibo great, oppreſs'a. 
Vice —_—_ Vultare) on her Vuals prey'd, 

Hier Peers, her Prelates, fell Corruption ſway'd : 
Weir Rights, for Power, 1b Ambitious, weakly, ſod, 
a | The wealthy, poorly, for ſuperfluous Cold: 

y Hence waſting Iils, hence jer*ring Factions roſe, 
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%% 


Aud gave large Entrance to invading Foes : 
' Truth, Juſtice, Honour, fled ib' infected Shore, 
| For Freedom, ſacred Freedom was no more. 
2 Then, greatly riſing in his Country's Right, 
r- | Her Hero, ber Deliverer, ſprung to Lizht ; 
d _ 4 Raceof bardy, northern Sons be led, 
a- | Guilteſs of Courts, untainted, and unread, 
r- Thoſe inborn Spirit ſpurn'd th* nnoble Fee, 
of | Whoſe Hands ſcorn'd Bondage, for their Hearts were jree. 
ww | Ak ye what Law their conq'ring Cauſe confeſs'd * 
{ | Great Nature's Law, the Law within the Breaſt, 
ch | Form'd by no Art, and to no Sec confin'd, 
But flampd by Heav'n upon 1b unletterd Mind. 
Such, fuch, of old, the firſt-born Natives were, 
M bo breaib'd the Vertues of Britannia*s Air, 
Weir Realm, when mighty Cæſar vainly ſought 3 
For mightier Freedom againſt Cæſar fought, 
And rudely drove the fam'd Invader Home, 
To tyrannixe oer poliſh'd venal Rome. 
' Our Bard, exalted in a frecborn Flame, 


To ev'ry Nation word transfer this Claim. 
Lie to no State, no Climate bounds bis Page, 

He bids the Moral beam thro ev ry Ae; 
Tben be your Tudgmemt gen'rous as bis Plan, 
Ze n of Freedom 
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Jave the Friend of Man. 
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GUSTAVUS V ASA, 
THE 
Deliverer of his COUNTRY. 


ACT LL SE MS 
The Injide of the Copper-Mines in Dalecarlia. 


Enter Anderſon, Arnoldus, and Servants, with Torches, 


. GERI OU tell me Wonders. 
Arn. 2 2 2 Soft, behold, my Lord, | 
2 | 8 [ Points bebind the Scenes. 
cold him ſtretch'd, where reigns 
4 Fra eternal Night. 
The Flint his Pillow, and cald 
Damps his Cov'ring 3 - | 
Yet bold of Spirit, and robuſt of Limb, 
He throws Inclemency aſide, nor feels 
The Lot of human Frailty. 

And. What Horrors hang around the ſavage Race 
Ne'er hold their Den but when ſome glimm'ring Ray 
May bring the Chear of Morn — W hat then is he? 
His Dwelling marks a Secret in his Soul, | 
And whiſpers ſomewhat more than Man about ham, 

Arn. Draw bur the Veil of his apparent Wretched- 

neſs, | : 
And you ſhall find, his Form is but aſſumed 1 
To hoard ſome wond'rous Treaſure, lodg'd within. 

And. Let him bear up to what thy Praiſes ſpeak him, 
And I will win him ſpite of his Reſerve, 
Bind him with ſacred Friendſnip to my Soul, 
And make him half myſelf. 

Arn. Tis nobly promis'd ; 
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For Worth is rare, and wants a Friend in Sweden ; 
And yet I tell thee, in her Age of Heroes, | 
When nurgd by Freedom, all her Sons grew great, 
And ev'ry Peafant was a Prince in Virtug; 

I greatly err, or this abandon'd Stranger 

Had ſtepp*d the firſt for Fame — tho' now he ſeeks 
To val his Name, and cloud his Shine of Vertues ; 
For there is Danger in them. 

And. T rue, Arnoldus, 

Were there a Prince throughout the ſcepter'd Globe, 
| Who ſearch'd out Merit for its due Preterment, 

| With half that Care our Tyrant ſeeks it out 

} For Ruin; happy, happy were that State, 

i Beyond the golden Fable of thoſe pure 

And earlieſt Ages Wherefore this, good Heay*n ? 
| Is it of Fate, that who aſſumes a Crown 

N Throws off Humanity? 

| 7 Arn. So Criſtiern holds. 

He claims our Country as by Right of Conqueſt, 

| A Right toev'ry Wrong. Ev'n now *tis laid, 

| The Tyrant envies what our Mountains yield 

fl Of Health or Ailment, he comes upon us, 

0 Attended by a nun rous Hoſt, to ſeize 

| Theſe laſt Retreats of our expiring Liberty. 

And. Say'ſt thou? 

Arn. This riſing Day, this inſtant Hour. | 
Thus chaced, we ſtand upon the utmoſt Brink 
Of ſteep Perdition, and mult leap the Precipice, 
Or turn upon our Hunters. 
And. Now, Guſtavus ! 

Thou Prop and Glory ot inglorious Sweden, 
Where art thou, mightieſt Man? Were he but here !-- 
I'll tell thee, my Arnoldus, I beheld him, 
Then when he firſt drew Sword, ſerene and dreadful, 
' As the brow'd Evening *cre the Thunder break; 
0 For ſoon he made it toilſom to our Eyes 
To mark his Speed, and trace the Paths of Conquelt ; 
| f In vain we follow'd, where he ſwept the Field ; . 
. Twas Leath alone could wait upon Gzftavu;. 

| We | 
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De Deliverer of his Country, I 

Arn, He was indeed whateꝰ er our Wiſh could form 
him. 

And. Array'd and beauteous in the Blood of Danes, 

Th' Invaders of his Country thrice he chaced 

This Criſtiern, this fell Conq'ror, this Uſurper, 

With Rout and foul Diſhonour at his Heels, 

To plunge his Head in Denmark. 

Arn. Nor ever had the Tyrant known Return, 
To tread our Necks, and blend us with the Duſt ; 
Had he not dar'd to break thro' ev'ry Law 
That ſanRifies the Nations, ſeiz'd our Hero, 

The Pledge of ſpecious Treaty, tore him from us, 
And led him chain'd to Denmark. 
And. Then we fell. 
If ſtill he lives, we yet may learn to riſe, 
But never can I dare to reſt a Hope 
Ot any Arm bur his. 

Arn. And yet I truſt, 

T his Stranger that delights to dwell with Darkneſs 

Unknown, unfriended, compaſs'd round with Wretch- 
edneſs, 

Conceals ſome mighty Purpoſe in his Breaſt, 

Now lab'ring into Birth. 

And. When came he hither ? 
Arn. Six Moons have chang'd upon the Face of 

Night, 

Since here he firſt arriv'd, in ſervile Weeds, 

But yet of Mien majeſtic. 1 obferv*d him, 

And ever as I gaz'd, ſome nameleſs Charm, 

A wond'rous Greatneſs not to be conceal'd, 

Broke thro? his Form, and aw'd my Soul before him. 

Amid theſe Mines he earns the Hireling's Portion; 

His Hands out- toil the Hind, while on his Brow 

Sits Patience, bathed in the laborious Drop 

Of painful Induſtry I oft have ſought, 

With friendly T'ender of ſome worthier Service, 

To win him from his Temper ; but he ſhuns 

All Offers, yet declined with graceful Act, 

Engaging beyond Utt'rance ; and at Eve, 
| B 2 W hen 
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When all retire to ſome domeſtic Solace, 

He only ſtays, and, as you fee, the Earth 

Receives him to her dark and cheerleſs Boſom. 
And. Has no unwary Moment &er betray*d : 

The Labours of his Soul, ſome fav'rite Grief, | 

Whereon to raiſe Conjecture? 

Arn. I ſaw, as ſome bold Peaſants late deplor'd 

Their Country's Bondage, ſudden Paſſion ſciz'd 

And bore him from his Seeming ; ſtrait his Form 

Was turn'd to Terror, Ruin fili'd his Eye, 

And his proud Step appear'd to awe the World: 

When check*d as thro' an Impotence of Rage, 

Damp Sadneſs ſoon * upon his Brow. 

And the big Tear roll'd graceful down his Viſage. 
And. Vour Words imply aMan ot much Importance. 
Arn. So I ſuſpected, and at dead of Night 

Stole on his Slumbers ; his full Heart was buſy, 

And oft his Tongue pronounc'd the hated Name 

there he ſeem'd to pauſe : 

And recollected to one Voice, he cry'd. 

O Sweden! O my Country! Yet I'll fave thee. 

And. Forbear— he riſes— Heav'ns, what Majeſty ! 


SCENE I. 


Enter Guſtavus. 


And. Your Pardon, Stranger, if the Voiceof Virtue, - 
If cordial Amity from Man to Man, 3 2 
And ſomewhat that ſhould whiſper to the Soul, 
To ſeek and chear the Suff' rer, led me hither 
Impatient to ſalute thee. Be it thine 
Alone to point the Path of Friendſhip out; 
And my beſt Pow'r ſhall wait upon thy Fortunes. 
Guft. Yes, gen'rous Man ! there is a wond'rous Teſt, 
T he trueſt, worthieſt, nobleſt Cauſe for Friendſhip ; 
Dearer than Life, than Int'reſt, or Alliance, 
And equal to your Virtues. 
And. Say unfold. | 
Gut. Art thou a Soldier, a chief Lord in — | 
| And 


8 | 


ty! 


"eſt, 
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e Deliverer of” is Country 8 
And yet a Stranger to thy 's Voice 
That loudly calls the hidden Patriot forth ? 
But what's a Soldier? What's a Lord in Sweden ? 
All Worth is fled, or fal'n-— nor has a Life 
Been ſpat'd, but for Diſhonour; ſpar'd to breed 
More Slaves for Denmark, to beget a Race 
Of new. born Virgins for th* unſated Luſt 
Ot our new Maſters. Sweden thou'rt no more! 
Queen of the North ! thy Land of Liberty, 
Thy Houſe of Heroes, and thy Seat of Vertues, 
Is now the Tomb, where thy brave Sons lie ſpeechleſs; 
And foreign Snakes engender. | 
Ard. O 'tis true. 
But whereſore? To what Purpoſc? 
Guſt. Think of Storkbolm /! 
When Cri/tiern ſeized upon the Hour of Peace, 
And drench'd the hoſpitable Floor with Blood ; 
Then fell the Flow'r of Sweden, mighty Names | 
Her hoary Senators, and gaſping Patriots. 
The Tyrant ſpoke, and his licentious Band 
Of Blood-train'd Miniſtry were looſed to Ruin. 
Invention wanton'd in the Toil of Infants 
Stabb'd on the Breaſt, or reek ing on the Points 
Ot ſportive Javelins. Huſbands, Sons, and Sires 
With dying Ears drank in the loud Deſpair 
Of ſhricking Chaſtity. The Waſte ol War 
Was Peace and Friendſhip to this civil Maſſacre. 
O Heav'n and Earth! is there a Cauſe for this? 
For Sin without Temptation, calm, cool Villany, 
Delib'rate Miſchicf, unimpaſſion'd Luſt, 
And ſmiling Murder? Lie thou there, my Soul, 
Sleep, ſleep upon it, imagine not the Form 
Ot any Dream bur this, till Time grows pregnant, 
And thou canſt wake to Vengeance. 


And. Thou'ſt greatly mov'd me. Ha! thy Tears 
ſtart forth. 
Yes, let them flow, our Country's Fate demands them; 
I too will mingle mine, while yet 'tis left us 
To weep in Secret, and to hgh with Safety. 


But wherefore talk of Vengeance? Ti a Word 


Should 
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Should be engra ven on the new fall'n Snow, 
Where the firſt Beam may melt it from Obſervance, 
V nce on Criſtiern ! Norway and the Dane, 
The Sons of Sweden, all the peopled North 
Bends at his Nod: my humbler Boaſt of Pow'r | 
Meant not to cope with Crowns. 1 
Guj?. Then what remains | ' 
Is briefly this ; your Friendſhip has my Thanks, 
But muit not my Acceptance : never no — 
Firſt fink thou balcful Manſion to the Centre | 
And be thy Darkneſs doubled round my Head; 
*Ere I forſake thee for the Bliſs of Paradiſe, 
To be enjoy*d beneath a Tyrant's Sceptre 3 
No, that were wilful Slav'ry Freedom is 
The brillant Gift of Heav'n, *tis Reaſon's Self, 
The Kin of Deity [ will not part it. & 
And. Nor I, while I can hold it, but alas 
That is not in our Choice. 
Guſt, Why ? where's that Pow'r whoſe Engines 
are of Force | 
To bend the brave and virtuous Man to Slaviry ? 
Baſe Fear, the Lazineſs of Luſt, groſs Appetites, | 
Theſe are the Ladders, and the grovelling Foorſtool, 
From whence the Tyrant riſcs on our Wrongs, 
Secure and ſcepter'd in the SouPs Servility. 
He has debauch'd the Genius of our Country, 
And rides triumphant, while her captive Sons 
Await his Nod, the filken Slaves of Pleaſure, 
Or. fetter'd in their Fears. 
Aud. 1 apprehend you. 
No doubt, a baſe Submiſſion to our Wrong 
May wel! be term'd a voluntary Bondage; 
Bur think the heavy Hand of Pow'r is on us; 
Of Pow'r, from whoſe Impriſonment and Chains 
Not all our free-born Virtue can protect us. | 
Cut. Tis there you err, for I have felt their Force; 
And had I yielded to enlarge thele Limbs, | 
Or ſhare the Tyrant's Empire, on the Terms 
Which he propod——-— | were a Slave indeed. 
No : 
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No in the deep and deadly Damp of Dun 
” The Soul can rear her Sceptre, ſmile in Anguith, 

And triumph o'er Oppreſſion. 
And. A glorious Spirit! think not I am ſlack 
* To reliſh what thy noble Scope intends, 
But then the Means ! the Peril ! and the Conſequence ! 
* Greatare the Odds, and who. ſhall dare the Trial ? 
Guſt. 1 dare. | 
O wer't thou (till that gallant Chief 
> Whom once I knew! | cou'?! unfold a Purpoſe 
Would make the Greatnel: 0: thy Heart to ſwell, 
And burſt in the Conception, 
And. Give it Utt'rance. 
Perhaps there lie ſome Embers yet in Sweden, 
Which, waken'd by thy Breath, might rife in Flames, 
And ſpread vindictive round--You ſay you know me; 
But give a Tongue to ſuch a Cauſe as this, 
And if you hold me tardy in the Call, 
des Lou know me not-—Bur Thee I've ſurely known; 
For there is ſomewhat in that Voice and Form, 
Which has alarm'd my Soul to Recollect ion; 
| But Pris as in a Dream, and mocks my Reach. 
ol, Guſt. Then name the Man whom it is Death ts 
know, 
Or knowing to conceal! and J am he. 
Aud. Gujiguus ! Heav'ns ! *T'is he! *ris he himſelf! 


SCENE iu. 


Ente, Arvida, Seating to a Servang. 


- 


Wer, - g a *>. 4% 


Arv. I thank you, Friend, he's here, you may retire. 
And. Good Morning to my noble Gueſt, you're 
early | [ Gultavus walks apart. 

Arv. I come to take a ſhort and haſty Leave: 
'Tis faid, that from the Mountain's neighb'ring Brow, 


ce; The Canvas ol a thouland Tents a prars, 
W ühitening the Vale Suppo!- ie Tyrant there ; 
Tou know my Safety lies not i: nc lntervie - 
FE | Ha! What is he, who in the Shreds of Navery 


Support: 
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rts a Step, ſuperior to the State, 


And Infolence of Ermine ; | 
Guſt. Sure that Voice 


- 

Was once the Voice of Friendſhip and Arvida! —_ | 

Arv. Ha! Yes —— tis he ye Pow'rs! it is 

q Guſtavus. | 
| Guſt. Thou Brother of Adoption ! In the Bond 1 
Ot ev'ry Virtue wedded to my Soul, 1 


| Enter my Heart, it is thy Property. 
hi Arv. Pm loſt in Joy and wond'rous Circumſtance. 
Guſt. Yes, wherefore, my Arvida, whercfore is it, 
That in a Place, and at a Time like this, 

We ſhould thus meet? Can Cbriſtiern ceaſe from 

Cruelty ? 

Say, whence is this, my Brother? How efcap'd you? 
Did 1 not leave thee in the Daniſ Dungeon? 

Arv. Of that hereafter, Let me view thee firſt. 
How graceful is the Garb of Wretchedaeſs ! 
When worn by Virtue? Faſhions turn to Folly ; 
Their Colours tarniſh, and their Pomps grow poor 
To her Magnificence. 

Guſt. Yes, my Arvida. 

Beyond the ſweeping of the proudeſt Train 
That ſhades a Monarch's Heel, I prize theſe Weeds, 
For they are ſacred to my Country's Freedom. 
A mighty Enterprize has been concerv'd, 
And thou art come auſpicious to the Birth, 
As ſent to fix the Seal of Heav'n upon it. 
Ard. Point but thy Purpoſe let it be to 
bleed 
Guſt. Your Hands my Triends 
f Al. Our Hcarts. 

Gt. I know they're brave. - oY 
Of ſuch the Time has need, of Hearts like yours, 
Faithful and firm, of Hands wurcd and ſtrong, 
Far we muſt ride upon the Neck of Danger, 
| And plunge ito a Purpote Di; with Death, 

| And. Here let us kno! and bind us to thy Side. 
N : By 21. | | | 
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Guſt. No, hold——if we want Oaths to join us, 
Swift let us part, from Pole to Pole aſunder. 


A Cauſe like ours is its own Sacrament 3 
Truth, Juſtice, Reaſon, Love, and Liberty, 


Th eternal Links that claſp the World are in it, 
And he, who breaks their Sanction, breaks all Law, + 
And infinite Connection. 

Arn. True, my Lord. 

And. And ſuch the Force I feel. 

Arv. And I. 

Arn. And all. 

Guſt. Know then, that 'ere our royal Stenon fell, 
While this my valiant Couſin and myſelf, 


? By Chains and Treach'ry, lay detain'd in Denmark, 


Upon a dark and unſuſpected Hour 

The bloody Criſtiern fought to take my Head, 
Thanks to the ruling Pow'r, within whoſe Eye 
Imboſom'd Ills and mighty Treaſons roll, 
Prevented of their Blackneſs I eſcap'd, 

Led by a gen'rous Arm, and ſome time la 
ConceaPd in Denmark. For my forfeit Head 
Became the Price of Crowns, each Port and Path 
Was ſhut againit my Paſſage, *cill I heard 


That Stenon, valiant Stenon, fell in Battle, 
And Freedom was no more. O then what Bounds 


ze to 


Cold Fear had ſciz'd on all 
And ſhut me from the Sun, whoſe hateful Beams 
; Serv'd but to ſhew the Ruins of my Country. 


VEE [ 


Had Pow'r to hem the De{p'rate? I &erpaſs'd them, 
Travers'd all Sweder, thro' Ten thouſand Foes, 
Impending Perils, and /urrounding Tongues, 

That from himſelt enquir'd Guſtavus out. 

Witneſs my Country, how I toild to wake 

Thy Sons to Liberty ! In vain for Fear, 

Here laſt I came, 


When here, my Friends, cwas here at length I found 
What I had left to look for, gallant Spirits, 


In the rough Form of untaught Peaſantry. 


And. Indeed they once were brave, our Dalecarlians 
Have oft been known to give a Law to Kirgs ; 
'S And 
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And as their only Wealth has been their Liberty, 
From all th unmeaſur*d Graſpings of Ambition 
Have held that Gem untouch'd— 
fear*d- 

Guſt. It is not f:ar'd — I fay they ſtill ſhall hold je 
Pve fearch'd theſe Men, and find them like the Soil, 
Barren without, and to the Eye unlovely, 

But they*ve their Mines within; and this the Day 
In which I mean to prove them. 

Arn. O Guſtavus ! 

Moſt aptly haſt thou caught the paſting Hour, 
Upon whoſe critical and fared Hinge 
The State of Sweden turns. 

Guſt. And to this Hour 
I've therefore held me in this darkſome Womb, 
That ſends me forth as to a ſecond Birth 
Of Freedom, or thro? Death to reach Eternity. 
This Day return'd with cv'ry circling Year, 

In Thouſands pours the Mountain Peaſants forth, 
Each with his batter*d Arms and ruſty Helm, 
In ſportive Diſcipline well train'd, and prompt 
_ the Day of Peri! thus diſguis'd, 
Already have I ſtirr'd their latent Sparks 

Of flumb' ring Virtue, apt as I cou'd wiſh 

To warm before the lighteſt Breath of Liberty. 

Arn. How will they kindle, when confe ſo'd to View 
Once more their lov'd Guſtavus ſtands before them, 
And pours his Blaze of Virtues on their Souls. 
Axv. It cannot fail. 

And. It has a glorious Aſpect. 

Arv. Now Sweden ! rite and re- aſſert thy Rights, 
Or be for ever falPn. 

And. Then be it ſo. 

Arn. Lead on, thou Arm oft War, 

To Death or Victory. 

Guſt. Let us embrace. 

Why thus, my Friends, thus join'd in ſuch a Caule, 
Are we not equa] to a Holt of Slaves 


You lay the Foe's at Hand Why let them come, 
Steep! 


tho” now tis 
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Steep are our Hills, nor eaſy of Acceſs, 

And few the Hours we ask for their Reception. 

For I will take theſe ruſtic Sons of Liberty 

In the firſt Warmth and Hurry of their Souls 3 

And ſhou'd the Tyrant then attempr our Heights, 
He comes upon his Fate Ariſe, thou Sun! 
Haſte, haite to rouze thee to the Call of Liberty, 
That ſhall once more falute thy Morning Beam, 
And hail thee to thy Setting. 

Arn. O bled Voice! 
Prolong that Note but one ſhort Day thro' Sweden, 
And tho' the Sun and Life ſhould ſet together, 

It matters not we ſhall have Itv'd that Day. 

Aru. Were it not worth the Hazard of a Life 
To know it Criſtiera leads his Pow'rs in Perſon, 

And what his Scope intends? Be mine that Task, 
Ev'n to the Tyrant's Tent Pl win my Way. 
And mingle with his Councils. 

Gujt, Go, my Friend. 
D-ar as thou art, whene*er our Country calls, 
Friends, Sons, and Sires ſhould yield their I reaſure up, 
Nor own a Senſe beyond the publick Satety. 
Rut tell me, my A. vida, *cre thou goeſt, 
Tell me what Hand has made thy Friend its Debtor, 
And giv'n thee up to Freedom and Guſtavus ? 

Arv. Ha! let me think of that, 'tis lure ſhe loves 

him. [ A/ge. 

Away thou ſkkance and jaundice Eye of Jealouſy, 
That tempts my Soul to iicken at Pertection; 
Away! I will unfold it To thyſelf 
Aryida owes his Freedom. 

Guſt, How, my Friend ? 

Aru. Some Months are paſs'd ſince in the Daniſh 
Dungeon 


Wich Care eraaciate, and unwholſome Damps 


Sick'ning L lay, chain'd to my flinty Bed, 

And calPd on Death to eaſe me {trait a Light 

Shone round, as when the Miniſtry of Heav'n 

Deſcends to kneeling Saints. But O! the Form 
C2 That 
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That pour'd upon my Sight——Ye Angels ſpeak ! 
For ye alone are like her; or preſent | 
Such Viſions pictur'd to the nightly Eye 
fl Of Fancy trans'd in Blifs. She then approach'd, 
| The ſofteſt Pattern of embodied Meckneſs, 
For Pity had divinely touch'd her Eye, 
And harmoniz*d her Motions Ah, ſhe cry'd, 
Unhappy Stranger, art not thou the Man 
Whoſe Virtues have endear*d thee to Guftavys ? 
Guſt. Guſtavus did ſhe ſay ? 
Arv. Yes, yes, her Lips 
Breath*d forth that Name with a peculiar Sweetnef. 
Loos'd from my Bonds, I roſe, at her Command, 
| When, ſcarce recov*ring Speech, I would have knecl'd, 
| But haſte thee, haſte thee for thy Life, ſhe cry'd 
'# And O, if &er thy envied Eyes behold 
Thy lov'd Guſtatrs; ſay, a gentle Foe 
Has giv*n thee to his Friendſhip. 
Guſt. You've much amaz'd me! Is her Name a 
Secret ? 
Arv. To me it is but you perhaps may gueſs 
Guſt. No, on my Word. F 
Arv. You too had your Deliv'rer. 
Guſt. A kind, but not a fair one 
Friends! ; 
Our Cauſe is ripe, and calls us forth to Action. 
Tread ye not lighter? Swells not ev'ry Breaſt 
With ampler Scope to take your Country in, 
And breathe the Cauſe of Virtue? Riſe, ye Swedes ! 
Riſe greatly equal to this Hour's Importance. 
On us the Eyes of future Ages wait, 
And this Day's Arm ſtrikes forth deciſive Fate; 
1 This Day, that ſhall for ever fink——or ſave; 
[1 And make each Swede a Monarch——ar a Slave. 


Well, my 
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ACT * 
SCENE The Camp. 


Enter Criſtiern, Attendants, &c. Trollio meets bim. 
Troll. LL hail moſt mighty of the Thrones of 


Europe ! 
The Morn ſalutes thee with auſpicious Brightneſs, 
No Vapour frowns prophetic on her Brow, 
But the clear Sun who travels with thy Arms 
Still ſmiles, attendant on thy growing Greatneſs : 
His Evening Eye ſhall fee thee peacetul Lord 


Of all the North, of utmoſt Scandinavia; 


Whence thou may'ſt pour thy Couqueſts o'er the 
Earth, | 
*Till fartheſt India glows beneath thy Empire, 
And Lybia knows no regal Name but your's. 
Criſt. Yes, Trollio, I conſeſs rhe Godlike Thirſt, 
Ambition, that wou'd drink a Sea of Glory, 
But what from Dalecarlia? 
Troll. Late laſt Night, 
| fent a truſty Slave to Peterſon, 
And hourly wait ſome Tidings. 
Criſt, Think you? Sure 
The Wreiches will not dare ſuch quick Perdition. 
77e. 1 think they will not Tho” of old I know 
them : 
All born to Broils, the very Sons of Tumult; 
Waſte is their Wealth, and Mutiny their Birthright, 
And thus the yearly Fever of their Blood, 
Their Holiday of War; a Day apart, 
Torn out from Peace, and facred to Rebellion. 
Ott has their Battle hung upon the Brow 


Ot yon wild Steep, a living Cloud of Miſchiefs, 
ay | Preg- 
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Pregnant with Plagues, and empty'd on the Heads 
Of many a Monarch. | 

Criſt. Monarchs they were not, 
Pageants of Wax, the Mouldings of the Populace, 
Tame paultry Idols, ſcepter'd up for Shew, 
And garniſh'd into Royalty No, Troll, 
Kings ſhould be felt, if they wou'd find Obedience ; 
The Beaſt has Senſe enough to know his Rider : 
When the Knee trembles, and the Hand grows lack, 
He caſts for Liberty : but bends and turns 
For him that leaps with Boldneſs on his Back, 
And ſpurs him to the Bit. 


SCENE I. 


Enter a Gentleman Upper, and ſeveral Peaſants, who 
kneel and bow at a Diſtance. 


Criſt. What Slaves are thoſe ? 
Gent. My gracious Liege, your Subjects. 
Criſt. Whence ? 
Gent, Of Sweden. 
From Angermannia, from Helſingia ſome, 
Some from Gemtian, and Nerician Provinces. 
Criſt. Their Buſineſs. 
Gent. They come to ſpeak their Griefs. 
Criſt. Their Griefs | their Inſolence 
Is not the Camel mute beneath his Burden ? 
Were they not born to bear? Away !—h0!d ! come, 
What wou'd theſe Murmurers ? 
Gent. Moſt royal Criſtiern, 


They fay they have but ont one gracious King, 


And yet are bow'd beneath a Hoſt of Tyrants, 
Task-Maſters, Soldiers, Gatherers of Subſidies, 
All Officers of Rapine, Rape, and Murder; 
Will-doing Porentates, the Lords of Licence, 
Who weigh their Sweat and Blood, and heavier Shame, 
Ev*n as a Feather puff'd away in Sport, | 
The Paſtime of a Gale. 
Criſt. T1] hear no more. | 

I know ye, well I know ye, ye baſe —_— 

f car 


= 


| 
| 


ear 
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Fear is the only Worſhip of your Souls; 
And ever where ye hate, ye yield Obeyſance. 
Wretches ! Shall I goporing on the Earth, 
Leſt my imperial Foot ſhould tread on Emmets ? 
Is it for you I muſt controul my Soldier, 
And coop my Eagles from their Carrion ? No 
Age ye not Commoners, vile Things in Nature, 
Poor priceleſs Peaſants i Slaves can know no Property 
Out of my Sight [ Exeunt Peaſants, 


SCENE UI. 


Enter Arvida guarded, and a Gentleman. 


Arv. Now, Fate, I'm caught, and what remains 
obvious. 

Gent. A Priſoner, good my Lord. 

Criſt. When taken ? 

Gent. Now, ev'n here, before your Tent; 
I mark*d his careleſs Action, but his Eye 
Of ſtudied Obſervation then his Port 
And baſe Attire ill ſuĩting I enquir'd, 
But found he was a Stranger. 

Criſt. Ha ! obſerve. 
(Damn'd Affectation) what a ſullen Scorn 
Knits up his Brow, and frowns upon our Preſence. 
What —ay—thou wou'dſt be thought a Myſtery, 
Some Greatneſs in Eclipſe—W hence art thou, Slave? 
Silent! Nay, then—Bring forth the Torture there 
A Smile! Damnation How the Wretch aflumes 
The Wreck of State, the ſuff ring Soul of Majeſty. 
What have we no Pre-eminence, no Claim ; ; 
Doſt thou not know thy Life is in our Pow'r? 

Arv. *Tis therefore I deſpiſe it. 

Criſt. Matchleſs Inſolence 
What art thou? Speak 

Arv. Be ſure no Friend to thee 


For Pma Foe to Tyrants. 


Criſt, Fiends and Fire! 

A Whirlwind tear the moſt audacious Traitor. 
Av. Do, rage and chafe ; thy Wrath's beneath 
me, Criftiern. How 
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How poor thy Pow'r, how empty is thy Happineſs 
When ſuch a Wrerch, as I bn. 4 to be, — & 
Can rid thy Temper, harrow up thy Form, 
1 And ſtretch thy Soul upon the Rack of Paſſion. 
| Criſt. Pl know thee—l will know thee! Bear him 1 
[1 hence! 
1 Why, what are Kings, if Slaves can brave us thus? 
| Go, Trollio, hold him to the Rack — Tear, ſearch him, 
| Prove him thro” ev*ry Poignance, ſting him deep. 


if [Exit Trollio with Arvida guarded. 

SCENE IVV. 
Enter a Meſſenger a; in Haſte. 
Criſt. What wou'd'ſt thou, Fellow? 

If Mell. O my ſovereign Lord, 

. I am come faſt and far, from Ev'n ' till Mors. 

* Five times I've croſs'd the Shade of ſlecpleſs Night, 

1 Impatient of thy Preſence. ] 

if Criſt. Whence ? 

1 Meſſj. From Denmark. | 

"1 Commended from the Conſort of thy Throne 

ll To Speed and Privacy. 


"tf Crit. Your Words wou'd taſte of Terror 
| Wretch, ſpeak out, 
[4 Nor dare to tremble here For didft thou bear 
1 Thy Tidings from a thouſand Leagues around, ( 
Unmov'd, I move the Whole, the cent'ring Nave, 
Where turns that mighty Circle—Speak thy Meſſage. ] 
Mei. A ſecret Malady, my gracious Liege, 
Some fact ious Vapour, riſen trom off the Skirts 
Of Southmoſt Norway, has diffugd its Bane, * 
And rages now within the Heart of Denmars. 
11 Criſt. I muſt not, cannot, tis impoffible ! 
1 What, my own Dazes ? May, then the World wants 
1 wWceding. | ; 


| vill not bear it Hell! I'd rather fee 
{ This Earth a Deſar t, deſolate and wild, XF 
[| And, like the Lion, ftaik my lon-!v Round, | 
4 Familn'd 


Jil have Men ſtudied, deeply read in Miſchiets. 
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Famiſh'd and roaring for my grey —— Call Trollio, 


SCENE v. p 


nter a Servant, who kneels and delivers a Letter." 


Criſt. From whom ? 
Serv. From Peterſon. 


Criſt, To 771 Right. (Reads. 
How's this? Be gone 
Go all without there ait my Pleaſure, 


O Curſe! How Hell has tim'd its Plagues 
SCENE VL 


Enter Trollio. 


Criſt. Come near, my Tyollio. 
We've heard ill News from Denmark 
Trifle 
But herc's to blaſt thy Eyes 
Troll. Ha! Guſl avus ! 
So near us, and in Arms 
Criſt. What's to be done? Now, Troll, now's 
the Time 
To ſubtilize thy Soul, ſound every Depth, 
And waken all the wond'rous Stateſman in thee, 
For I muſt tell thee (ſpire of Pride and Royalty, 
Of guarding Armies, and of circling Nations 
That bend beneath my Nod) this curs d Guftavrys 
Invades my ſhrinking Spirits, awes my Heart, 
And fits upon my Slumbers——A1] in vain 
Has he been daring, and have I been vigilant 3 
Spite of himſelf he ſtill evades the Hunter, 
And if there's Pow'r in Heav'n or Hell it guards him. 
When was I vanquiſh'd, but when he oppovg'd me? 
When have ] conquci'd, but when he was abſcnt ? 
His Name's a Hoſt, a Terror to my Legions. 
And by my tripled Crown, I twear, Guftavus, 
d rather meet all Europe ſor my Foe, 
D 
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Your Pardon for a Queſtion 


And grac'd my Chariot Wheels 
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Than ſee thy Face in Arms ! 

Troll. Be calm my Liege; 1 
And liſten to a Secret big with Conſequence, 
That gives thee back the ſecond Man on Earth, 
Whoſe Valour cou'd plant Fears around thy Throne: 
Thy Pris ner | 13 

Criſt. What of him? 

Troll. The Prince A vida. 

Criſt. How | 

Troll. The ſame. 

Criſt. My royal Fugitive ? 

Troll. Moſt certain. 


Criſt. Now then tis plain who ſent him hither, 
Troll. Yes. 


Pray give me Leave, my Lord—a Thought comes 
croſs me 


If ſo he muſt be ours 


S A. 


*% 
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| 


[ Pauſes. 
Has Arvida 
Eer ſeen your beauteous Daughter, your Criſtina ? 
Criſt. Never—yes—poſſibly he might, that Day 
When the proud Pair, Cuſtavus and Arvida, 
Thro' Copenhagen drew a Length of Chain, 
but why the 


While c'en now he ſtood 


ucſtion ? 
Troll. I'll tell you 
before us 

I mark'd his high Demeanour, and my Eye 
Claim'd fome Remembrance of him, tho' in Clouds 
Doubtful and diſtant, bur a nearer View 
Renew'd the Characters effac'd by Abſence. 
Yet, leſt he might preſume upon a Friendſhip 
Of ancient League between us, I diflembled, 
Nor feem'd to know him On he proudly ſtrode, 
As who ſhould ſay, back Fortune, know thy Diſtance ! 
Thus ſteddily he paſs'd, and mock'd his Fate. 
When, lo! the Princeſs to her Morning Walls 
Came forth attended quick Amazement ſciz'd 


Arxvida at the Sight; his Steps took Root, 


A Tremor thook him; and his alt'ring Check 
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Now ſudden fluſh*d, then fled irs wonted Colour 
While with an eager and intemp'rate Look 
He bent his Form, and hung upon her Beauties. 
Crif. Ha | Did our Daughter note him? 
Troll. No, my Lord: 
paſs*d regardleſs—Strair his Pride fell from hin 
And at her Name he ſtarred. | 
Then heav'd a Sigh, and caſt a Look to Heav'n, 
Of ſuch a mute, yet eloquent Emotion, 
As ſeem'd to ſay, now Fate thou haſt prevail'q, 
And found one Way to triumph o'er Arvida ! 
Criſt. But whither wou'd this lead? 
Troll. Lit, liſt, my Lord! 
While thus his Soul's unſeated, ſhook by Paſſion, 
Cou'd we engage him to betray Gu/tavys 
Criſt. O empty Hope] Impoſſible, my Trolls: 
Do I not know him, and the curs'd Guſtavus ? 
Both fiix*d in Reſolution deep as Hell, 


And proud as high O/ympu: / 


Troll. An, my Licge, | 

No mortal Footing treads fo firm in Virtue, 

As always to abide the ſlipp'ry Path, 

Nor deviate with the Biafs Some have few, 

But each Man has his Failing, ſome Defect 

Wherein to ſlide Temptation Leave him to me. 
Criſt. I know thou haſt a ſerpentizing Genius, 

Can'ſt wind the ſubtleſt Mazes of the Soul, 


And trace her Wand rings to the Source of Action. 


If thou camt bend this proud one to our Purpoſe, 
And make the Lion couch, *cis well if not, 
Away at once, and ſweep him from Remembrance. 

Troll, Then I mult promiſe deep. 

Crit. Ay, any thing; out-bid Ambition. 

Troll, Love? 

Crit. Ha! Yes——our Daughter roo——if ſhe 

can bribe him : 


But then to win him to betray his Friend? 


Troll. O doubt it not, my Lord — for if he loves, 


As ſure he greatly does, I have a Stratagem 


D 2 That 
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hat holds the Certainty of Fate within it. 

Love is a Paſſion whoſe Effects are various, 

It ever brings ſome Change upon the Soul, 
Some Virtue, or ſome Vice, *cill then unknown, 
Degrades the Hero, and makes Cowards valiant. 


Criſt. True, hen it pours upon a youthful Temper, 


Open and apt to take the Torrent in; 
It owns no Limits, no Reſtraint it knows, 
But ſweeps all down tho' Heav*n and Hell oppoſe ; 
Ev*n Virtue rears in vain her ſacred Mound, 
Raz'd in its Rage, or in its Swellings d1own'd. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


Opens and diſcovers Arvida in Chains, Guards pre 
paring Inſtruments of Death and Torture. He ad- 
vances in Confuſion. 


Arv. Off, off, vain Cumbrance, ye conflicting 
Thoughts ! 


Leave me to Heav'n. O Peace [It will not be 


oft when I roſe above Mortality, 
To pour her wondrous Weight of Charms upon me 
At ſuch a Time, it was, it was too much 
To pluck the ſoaring Pinion of my Soul, 
While Eagle-ey'd ſhe held her Flight to Heaven, 
O'er Pain and Death triumphant ; Help, ye Saints, 
Angelic Miniſters deſcend, deſcend ! 
And lift me to myſelf ; hold, bind my Heart 
Firm and unſhaken in the approaching Ruin, 
The Wreck of Earth-born Frailty ! and, O Heav'n | 
For ev'ry Pang theſe tortur'd Limbs ſhall feel, 
Deſcend in ten- fold Bleſſings on Guſlavus ! 
Yes, bleſs him, bleſs him ! Crown his Hours with Joy, 
His Head with Glory, and his Arms with Conquelt ; 
Set his firm Foot upon the Neck of Tyrants, 
And be his Name the Balm of every Lip 


| 
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That bicathes theo? ni ! Worthicit to be fit! 


Their Friend, their Chicf, their Father, and their King! 


SCENE 


nt. 


He ſends Propoſals, back'd with all the Pow'ss 


j 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Trollio. 


Troll. Unbind your Priſoner. 
Arv. How? 
Troll. You have your Liberty, 
And may depart unqueſtioned. 
Arv. Do not mock me. 
It is not to be thought, while Powers remains, 
That Chriſtiern wants a Reaſon to be cruel. 
But let him know, 1 wou'd not be oblig'd. 
He who accepts the Favours of a Tyrant 
Shares in his Guilt ; they leave a Stain behind them. 
Troll. You wrong the native Temper of his Soul; 
Cruel of Force, but never of Election: 
Prudence compell'd him to a Shew of Tiranny 3 
Howe'er thoſe Politcks are now no more, 
And Mercy in her Turn ſhall ſhine on Sweden. 
Arv. Indeed! It were a ſtrange, a bleſs'd Reverſe, 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd, but then the Cauſe, 
The Cauſe, my Lord, mult ſurely be uncommon. 
May I preſume ? 
Perhaps a Secret. 
Troll. No——or if it were, 
The Boldneſs of thy Spirit claims Reſpect, 
And ſhou'd be anſwer'd. Know, the only Man, 
In whom our Monarch ever knew Repullſe, 
Is now our Friend ; that Terror of the Ficld, 
Th' invincible Guftavys ? 
Arv. Ba! Friend to Chriſi«-z 7 Guard thyſelf, 


my Heart! — 
Nor ſeem to take Alarm Why, good my d. 
What Terror is there in a Wretch proſcrib'd, 
Naked of Means, and diſtant as Gu ſaνν,H; 
Troll. There you miſtake Nor kn-w we, till this 
Hour, 
The Danger was ſo near From yonder Hill 


Of 


Of Dalecarlia, thoſe licentious Reſolutes, 
Who, having nought to hazard in the Wreck, 
Are ever foremoſt to foment a Storm. 
Ard. I were too bold to queſtion on the Terms. 
Troll. No- truſt me, valiant Man, whoe'er thou art, 
I wou'd do much to win a Worth like thine, 
By any Act of Service, or of Confidence. 
The Terms Guftavus claims, indeed, are haughty; 
The Freedom of his Mother and his Siſter, 
His forteit Province, Gothland, and the Iſles 
Submitted to his Sceptre But the League, 
The Bond of Amity, and laſting Friendſhip, 
Is, that he claims Criſtina for his Bride. 
You ſtarr, and ſeem ſurpriz'd. 
Arv. A ſudden Pain 
Juſt ſtruck athwart my Breaſt—But ſay, my Lotd, 
thought you nam'd Cri/tina. 
Troll. Ves? 
Arv. O Torture | [ Aſtae. 
What of her, my Lord? 
Troll. I ſaid Guſtavus claim'd her for his Bride, 
Arv. His Bride ! his Wite! 
You did not mean his Wife! Do Fiends feel this? 
[ A/tde. 
Down, Heart, nor tell thy Anguiſh! Pray excule me; 
Did you not ſay, the Princeſs was his Wife? 
Whoſe Wife, my Lord? 
Troll. I did not ſay what was, but what muſt be. 
Arv. Touching Guſtavus, was it not? 
Troll. The ſame, 
Arv. His Bride ! 
Troll. I fay, his Bride, his Wife ; his lov'd Criſtina ! 
Criſtina, fancied in the very Prime | 
And youthful Smile of Nature; form'd for Joys 
Unknown to Mortals. You ſeem indiſpos'd. 
Arv. The Crime of Conſtituttyn—Oh Guſtavas ! 
Alli de. 
This is too much And think you then, my 1 
What, will the royal Criſtiern e' er conſent BP 
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The Deliverer of his Country. 23 
To match his Daughter with his deadlieſt Foe ? 
Troll, What ſhou'd he do? Waye'ſe muſt be eternal. 
Beſides, ſome Rumours from his Da xiſb Realms 
Make Peace eſſential here. | 
Arv. Yes, Peace has Sweets, 
That Hybla never knew ; it ſleeps on Down, 
Cull'd gently from beneath the Cherub's Wing 3 
No Bed for Mortals Man is Warfare All 
A Hurricane within; yet Friendſhip ſtoops, | 
And gilds the the Gloom with Falſhood—Smiles and 
Varniſh ! 
For ſtill the Storm grows high, and then no Shore! 
No Rock to ſplit on ! *T were a kind Perdition 
To fink ten thouſand Fathom at a Plunge, 
And faſten on Oblivion there we hold 
And all it ——— Faints. 
Troll. Help, bear him up. O Potency of Love! 


That plucks this noble Fabrick from his Baſe. 


How 


Bend, bend him forward He revives 
fare you? 
Arv. I know not—yeta Dagger were moſt friendly. 


Return me, Trallio, O return me back 


To Death, to Racks ! Undone, undone Arvida 

Troll. Ist poſſible, my Lord ! the Prince Arvida | 
My Friend 1 : [ Embracethim. 

Arv. Confuſion to the Name Turns. 

Troll. Why this, good Heav'n ? And wheretore 

thus diſguis'd? 

Ard. Yes, that accompliſh'd Traitor, that Guſtavus; 
While he fat planning private Scenes of Happineſs, 
O well diſſembled! He, he ſent me hither 3 
My friendly, unſuſpecting Heart a Sacrifice, 

Jo make Death jure, and rid him of a Rival. 

Troll, A Rival! Do you then love Criftiern's 

Daughter ? 


Arv. Name her not, Trollis ; ſince ſhe can't be 
mine: 


* Guſtavus! how, ha ! how haſt thou deceiv'd me ! 
; Who could have look'd tor Fal ſhood from thy Brow ? 
g Whoſe licav'nly Arch was at the Throne ot Virtue, 


Thy 


\ 
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Thy Eye appear d a Sun to chear the World, 

Thy — Truth's g fair Palace, and thy Arms, 

Benevolent, the Harbour for Mankind. 

I Troll. What's to be done? Believe me, valiant 

1 Prince, 

'1 I know not which moſt ſways me to thy Int'reſts, 

1 My Love to thee, or Hatred to Guſtavus. 

Arv. Wouꝰd you then fave me? Think, contrive 

U 1 it quickly ! 

1 Lend me your Troops by all the Pow'rs of Vengance, 

5 My ſelf will face this Terror of the North, 

. This Son of Fame—this—O Guftavus— What? 

1 Where had I wander*d Stab my bleeding Country ! | 

3 Save, ſhield me from that Thought. 1 

1 Troll. Retire, my Lord ; | 
| 


oC OT I | 
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For ſee, the Princeſs comes. 

| Ary. Where, Troll, where? 

1 | Ha ! Yes, ſhe comes indeed ! her Beauties drive | 

15 Time, Place, and Truth, and Circumſtance before 

* them! | 
b 


„ 


Perdition pleaſes thee pull tear me from her ! 
Yet muſt 1 gaze—but one — but one Look more, ; 
And I were loſt for ever. Exeunt. 


SCENE: Is. 


Enter Criſtina, Mariana, and A!tendants. | 
Crift. Forbid it Shame ! Forbid it Virgin Modeſty! 
No, no, my Friend, Guſtavus ne'er Tall know it. 
Ol am over-paid with conſcious Pleaſure ; | 
The Senſe but to have ſav'd that wondrous Man, 
Is ſtill a ſmiling Cherub in my Breaſt, | 
And whiſpers Peace within. | ; 
Mar. *Tis ſtrange a Man, of his high Note and 
Conſequence, | 
Shou'd ſo evade the buſy Search of Thouſands ; 
That Six long Months have ſhut him from Enquiry, 
And not an Eye can trace him to his Covert. 

Criſtina. Once twas not fo, cach Infant lifp'd, | 
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Guſtavus ! It | 
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xu tell thee 


It was the fav'rite Name of ev'ry Language, 
His lighteſt Motions fill'd the World with Tidings ; 
Wake d he, ot ſlept, Fame watch'd th* important Hour, 
And Nations told it around. 

Mar. I've heard, my Princeſs, 
What Time Girflavus lay detain'd in Denmark, 


our royal Father ſought the Hero's F riendſhip, 


And offer'd ample Terms of Peace and Amity. 

Criſt. He did; he offer'd that, my Mariana, 

For which contending Monarchs ſu'd in vain, 
He offer*d me, his Darling, his Criſtina ; 
But I was ſlighted, lighted by a Captive, 
Tho' Kingdoms ſwell'd my Dower. 

Mar. Amazement fix me, 

Rejected by Guſtavus / 

Criſt. Yes, Mariana but rejected nobly. 
Not Worlds cou'd win him to betray his Country 
Had he conſented, I had then deſpis'd him. 

What's all the gaudy Glitter of a Crown ? 

What, but the glaring Meteor of Ambition, 

That leads a Wretch benighted in his Errors, 

Points to the Gulph, and ſhines upon Deſtruction = 

Mar. You wrong your Charms, whoſe Pow'r 

might reconcile 


Things oppoſite in Nature—Had he ſeen you 


Criſt. He has, my Mariana, he has ſeen me. 
yet while inexpert of Years, 

] heard of bloody Spoils, the Waſte of War, 
And dire conflicting Man; Gaſtavus' Name 
Superior roſe, ſtill dreadtul in the Tale: 


Then firſt he ſeiz*d my Infancy of Soul, 


As ſomewhat fabl'd of gigantic Fierceneſs, 


| Too huge for any Form; he ſcar'd my Sleep, 
And fill'd my young Idea. Not the Boaft 
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Ot all his Virtues, Graces only known 
To him, and heav*nly Natures ! cov'd eraſe 


The ftrong Impreflion ; *cill that wond'rous Day 


In which he met my Eyes. But O, O Heav'o! 
© Love, and all ye cordial Pow'rs of Paſſion ! 
E 


Whas . 
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What then was my Amazement ! he was chain'd, 
Was chain'd, my Mariana ! Like the Robes 

Of Coronation, worn by youthful Kings, 

He drew his Shackles. The Herculean Nerve 
Braced his young Arm; and ſoften'd in his Cheek 
Liv'd more than Woman's Sweetneſs ! Then his Eye 
His Mien ! his native Dignity ! He look'd 

As tho' he led Captivity in Chains, 

And all were Slaves around. 

Mar. Did he obſerve you ? 

Criſt. He did: for as I trembl'd, look'd and figh'd ; 
His Eyes met mine; he fix'd their Glories on me. 
Confuſion thrill'd me then, and ſecret Joy, 

Faſt throbbing, ſtole its Treaſures from my Heart, 
And mantling upward, turn'd my Face to Crimſon. 
] wiſh'd—bur I did not dare to look —he gaz'd 3 
When ſudden, as by Force, he turn'd away, 

And would no more behold me. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Laertes. 


Laer. Ah, bright imperial Maid; my royal Miſtreſs | 
Criſt. What wou' dſt thou ſay ? Thy Looks ſpeak | 
Terror to me. 

Laer. O you are ruin'd, ſacrific'd, undone ! 
I heard it all; your cruel Father | 
Has fold you, giv'n you up a Spoil to T reaſon, | 
The Purchaſe of the nobleſt Blood on Earth | 
Guſtavus ! 

Criſt. Eh! What of him? Where, where is he? 

Laer. In Dalecarlia, on ſome great Deſign, | 
Doom'd in an Hour to fall by faithleſs Hands: | 
His Friend, the brave, the falſe, deceived Arvida, 
Ev'n now prepares to lead a Band of Ruffians 
Beneath the winding Covert of the Hill, 
And ſeize Guſtavus, obvious to the Snares | 
Of Friendſhip's fair Diſſemblance. And your Father | 
Has vow'd your Beauties to ;{rvida's Arms, 


| 
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The Dehverer” of bis Coutttry. 
The Purchaſe ot his Falſhood. 
Criſt. Shield me Heav*n ! 
Firſt Duty, break thy filial Bands in ſunder. 
And blot the Name of Parent from the World | 
Is there no Lett, no Means of quick Prevention ? 
Laer. Behold my Life ſtill chain'd to thy Direction, 
My Will ſhall havea Wing for ev'ry Word 
That breathes thy Mandate. 
Crift. Will you, good Laertes ? 
Alas! I fear to overtask thy Friendſhip, 
Say, will you ſave me then——— go, haſte, fly 
Acquaint Guſtavus if, if he muſt fall, 
Let Hoſts that hem this ſingle Lion in, 
Let Nations hunt him down let him fall nobly. 
Laer. I go, my Princels—— Heav'n direct me to 


27 


him! Exit. 
Criſt. 1 wou'd pray too, to fave me from Pollu- 
lution; 


Deteſted Stain, the Touch of the Betrayer 
But mighty Love the partial Pray'r arreſts, 
And leaves me only anxius for Guſiavys, 

For him cold Fears my faintlng Boſom chill, 
His Cares diſtract me, and his Dangers kill; 
Ye Pow'rs ! if deaf to all the Vows I make, 
Yer ſhield Gu/tavus, for Guſtavus? Sake; 
Protect his Virtues from a faithlefs Foe, 
And fave your only Image, left below. 


* 


END of the Second ACT. 
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ACT 
SCENE Mountains of Dalecarlia. 


Enter Guſtavus as 4 Peaſant— Dalecarlians following. 


Guſt. * Men of Sweden, wherefore are ye come? 
See ye not yonder, how the Locus ſwarm, 

To drink the Fountains of your Honour up, 

And leave your Hills a Deſart — Wretched Men | 

Why came ye forth ? Is this a Time tor Sport ? 

Or are ye met with Song and jovial Feaſt, 

To welcome your new Gueſt, your Daniſh Viſitants ? 

To ſtrerch your ſupple Necks beneath their Feet, 

And tawning like the Duſt? — Go, go, my Coun- 
trymen, 

Each to your ſeveral Manſions, trim them out, 

Cull all the tedious Earnings of your Toll 

To purchaſe Bondage Bid your blooming Daugh- 
ters, 

And your chaſte Wives, to ſpread their Beds with 

Softneſs : | 

Then go ye forth, and with your proper Hands 

Conduct your Maſters in; conduct the Sons 

Of Luſt and Violation O Swedes, Swedes ! 

Heav'ns, are ye Mcn, and will ye ſuffer this ? 


SCENSE- JL 


Enter Arnoldus, who talks apart wich Guſtavus. 


1{t Dale. How my Blood boils ! 
2d Dale. Who is this honeſt Spokeſman ? 


34 Dale. What, know ye not Rodolphus of the 


Mines ? 
A 


Del verer of brs Country. 29 
A better Lab rer nc er ſtruck Steel to Stone. 
Guſt. There was a Time, my Friends ! a glorious 
Time ; 
When, had a ſingle Man of your Forefathers 
Upon the Fronticr met a Hoſt in Arms, 
His Courage ſcarce had turn'd ; himſclf had Rood, 
Alone had ſtood the Bulwark of his Country. 
Your Sires were known but by their manly Fronts, 
Oa theic black Bios, enthrown'd, fat Liberty, 
The Awe of Honour, and Contempt of Death. 
iſt Dale. We arc not Baſtards. 
2d Dale. No. 
zd Dale. We're Dalecarlians. 
Guſt, Come, come ye on then: Here I take my 
Stand 1 
Here on the Brink, the very Verge of Liberty ; 
Altho' Contention riſe upon the Clouds, 
Mix Heav'n with Earth, and roll the Ruin onward ; 


Here will I fix, and breaſt me to the Shock, 
Till l or Denmark fall. 


Siv. And who art thou ? 
That thus wou'dit ſwallow all the Glory up 
That ſhou'd redeem the Times? Behold this Breaſt, 
The Sword has till'd ic; and the Stripes of Slaves 
Shall nc'er trace Honour here; ſhall never blot 
The fair Inſcription Never ſhall the Cords 
Of Daniſh Inſolence bind down theſe Arms 
That bore my royal Maſter from the Field. 

Cuſt. Ha! Say you, Brother? Were you there — 

O Grict ! 

Where Liberty and Stenon fell together? 

Siv. Les, I was there A bioody Ficld it was, 
Where Conqueſt galp'd, and wanted Breath to tell 
Its o'cr-toil'd Triumph. There, our bleeding King, 
There Srenon on this Boſom made his Red, 

And rolling back his dying Eyes upon me; 

Soldier, he cried, if c' it be thy Lot 

To ſce my valiant Couſin, great Guſtavus, 

Tell him — for once, that 1 have fought like him, 


And 
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And wou'd like him have 
Conquer'd—he ſhou'd have ſaid but there, O there, 
Death ſto pt him ſhort. 

Guſt. Come to my Arms, and let me hide thy Tears, 
For I have caught their Softneſs —- O Danes, Danes ! 
You ſhall weep Blood for this. Shall they not, Bro- 

ther ? 

Yes, we will deal our Might with thrifty Venge 
A Life for cv'ry Blow, and when we fall, 
There ſhall be Weight in't; like the tott'ring Tow'rs 
That draw contiguous Ruin. 

Siv. Brave, brave Man! 
My Soul admires thee——e By my Father's Spirit, 
1 wou'd not barter ſuch a Death as this 
For Immortality! Nor we alone 
Here be the truſty Gleanings of that Ficld 
Where laſt we fought for Freedom ; here's rich 
Poverty 


ance, 


Tho' wrapp'd in Rags, my fifty brave Companions; | 


Who thro? the Force of fifteen thouſand Foes 
Bore off their King, and ſav'd his great Remains. 
Guſt. Give me your Hands, thoſe valiant Hands—- 
Why, Captain, 
We could but die alone, with theſe well conquer. 
My fellow Lab'rers too —— What ſay ye, Friends? 
Shall we not ſtrike for't ? 
All. Death ; Victory or Death! 
No Bonds, no Bonds ! 

Arn. Spoke like yourſelves—Ye Men of Dalecarlia, 
Brave Men and bold! Whom every future Age, 
Tongues, Nations, Languages, and Rolls of Fame 
Shall mark for wond'rous Deeds, Archievments won 
From Honour's dang'rous Summit, Warriors all! 
Say, might ye chuſe a Chief, for high Exploits, 
From the firſt Annal, to the lateſt Praiſe 


That breathes a Hero's Name—Speak, name the Man | 


Who then ſhould meet your With ? 
Sid. Forbear the Theme. 
Why wou'dfi thou ſeek to fink us with the Weight 
O 


: 
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cs the dead wake, thou wert that Man of Men, 
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Firſt of rhe Foremoſt. 
Guſt. Didſt thou know Guftawu; ? 
Siv. Know him! O Heav'n! what elſe, who elſe 
was worth 
The Knowlegge of a Soldier ? That great Day, 
When Criſtiern, in his third Attempt on Sweden, 
Had ſum'd his Pow'rs and weigh'dthe Scale of Fight: 
On the bold Brink, the very Puſh of Conqueſt, 
Guſtavus ruſh'd, and bore the Battle down ; 
In his full Sway of Prowels, like Leviathan 
That ſcoops his foaming Progreſs on the Main, 
And drives the Shoals along — forward I ſprung, 
All emulous, and lab' ring to attend him; 
Fear fled before, behind him Rout grew loud, 


And diſtant Wonder gaz'd — At length he turn'd, 


And having ey'd me with a wond'rous Look 
Of Sweetneſs mix'd with Glory -Grace incftimable! 
He pluck'd this Bracelet from his conq ring Arm 
And bound it here--My Wriſt ſeem'd treble nerv'd; 
My Heart ſpoke to him, and I did ſuch Deeds 
As beſt might thank him-- But from chat blefs'd Day 
I never ſaw him more—— yet ſtill to this, 
I bow, as to the Relicks of my Saint: 
Each Morn I drop a Tcar on cv'ry Bead, 
Count all the Glorics of Guffawas Oer, 
And think I ſtill behold him. 

a Rightly thought; 
For fo thou doſt, my Soldier. 
Give me my Arms- — Off, off ye dark Diſguiſes ! 
For I will be myſelf. Behold your General, 
Guſtavus Come once more to lead ye on 
To laurel'd Victory, to Fame, to Freedom |! 

iſt Dale. Is it? 

24d Dale. Yes. 

3d Dale. No. 

4th Dale. 'Tis he! 

5th Dale. Tis he! 


och 
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6th. Dale, is he! 1. Shout. 
Sv. Strike me, ye Pow'rs ! — It is Viufion all! 
It cannot. | 2 
Guſt. What, no nearer ? | 
Sid. *Tis, it is !\—— | Falls and embraces bis Knees. 
Guſt. O ſpeechleſs Eloquence! 
Riſe to my Arms, my Friend. 
Siv. Friend! ſaid you Friend? 
O my Heart's Lord ! My Conq'rer ! my! 
Guſt. Approach my fellow Soldiers, your Guſtavus 
Claims no Precedence here: Friendſhip like mine 
Throws all Reſpects behind it tis cnough -— 
I read your Joys, your Tranſports in your Eyes ; 
And wou'd, O, wou'd I had a Life ro ſpend, 
For every Soldier here! whoſe ev'ry Lite's 
Far dearer than my own ; dearer than aught, 
Except your Liberty, except your Honour. 
Periſh, Guftawus, cet this ſacred Sun, 
That lights the reſt of Swedes to their Shame, 
Should bluſh upon your Chains! why ſaid I Chains! 
To Souls like yours, I ſhould haveralk'dof Triumphs, 
Empire, and Fame, and Hazards imminent, 
Occaſions wiſh'd- for Glory ——— haſte, brave Men! 
Collect your Friends to join us on the Inſtant; 
Summon our Brethren to their Share of Conqueſt, 
And let loud Eccho, from her circling Hills, 
Sound Freedom, till rhe Undulation fhake 
The Bounds of utmoſt Sweden. 
[ Exeunt Dalecarlians, crying Guſtavus, 
Guſtavus, Liberty. 


SCENE Ut. 


Enter Anderſon. 


And, There was a glorious Sound! 

Guſt. Yes, Anderſon, | 
The long-wiſh'd Hou: is come——the Storm is up, 
And Wrecks will follow — Where they are to light 
Let Heav'n determine — Well, my noble Friend, 
Has Peterſon fer out And 


The Deliverer of bis Country. 
And. He has, this Inſtant ; | 
And bears your Pacquet to the Tyrant's Camp. 
Guff. What think you of his Zeal ? 
And. In truth, my Lord, 
It wears a gallant Show: 
Guſt. Tis ſpecious all, | 
Flaſh without Fire, the Light'ning of a Cloud 
That carries Darkneſs in the Rear — For Peterſon; 
To ſpread my Letters thro the Camp of Criſtiern, 
And ſeek for Succours in the Jaws of Death, 
It ſhow'd too bold, too much the flaming Patriot. 
Beſide, I know him for the Friend of Trollio. 
And. Why wou'd you then employ him ? 
Guſt. There's the Myſtery. | 
Tis not his Faith, but Treachery I truſt to. 
My Letters are directed to the Chiefs 
Of thoſe inglorious Mercenary Swedes, _ 
Whom Criſtiern has ſeduced to join his Hoſt, 
And turn the Sword of Conqueſt on their Country; 
To each of thoſe I have addrefſs'd in Terms 
Of ſpecial Correſpondence, meant to rouze 
The Jealouſy of Crifiern ; as I think . 
My Pacquet can't eſcape him What enſues ? 
The Tyrant henee concludes himſelf betray'd, 
Sifts all his Legions, thins the Ranks of Fight, 
And leaves them open to our bold Invaſion. 
But grant that Pererſon deccive my Aim 
And hold the Rank of Vertue ; then the Swedes 
May waken io the glorious Call of Honour. 
So ev'ry Way it faves us from the Guilt 
Of Swedes encovnt'ring Swedes, and ſpares the Blood 
Ot Brethren, thu” revolted. 
And. On my Soul, | 
This is a Stratagem that ſaps the Miner, 
Makes Treaſon turn a Traitor to itſelf, 
And mock its own Defigns. 
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64. O noble Friend, faſt winds the great Machine 


That ſtrikes the Fate of Sweden — Go, my Aander/on, 
Aſſemble all thy brave Adherents round thee, 


* With 
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With warlike Inſpiration warm their Souls, 


And haſte to join me here. 
And. | will, my Lord. (Exit. 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Laertes. 

Laer. Thy Preſence nobly ſpeaks the Man I wiſh, 

Guſtavus. 
| Gaft. Yes. Thou haſt a hoſtile Garb, 

Ha! ſay —— Art thou Laertes ? If I err not, 
There is a friendly Semblance in that Face, 
Which anſwers to a fond Impreſſion here, 
And tells me I'm thy Debtor my Deliv'rer ! 

Laer. No, valiant Prince, you over-rate myService, 
There is a worthicr Object of your Gratitude 
V hom yet you know not—O, I have to tell — 
But then to gain you Credir, muſt untold 
What haply ſhould be ſecret — Be it ſo; 
You are all Honour. 

Guſt. Let me be to thy Mind, 
For thou haſt wak'd my Soul into a Thought 
That holds me all Attention. 

Laer. Mightieſt Man! 
To me alone you held yourſelf vblig'd 
For Life and Liberty — bad it been ſo, 
I were moſt bleſs'd with Retribution juſt 
To pay thee for my own —— For on the Day 
When by your Arm the mighty Thraces fell, 
Fatethrew me to your Sword You ſpar'd my Youth, | 
And in the very Whit] and Rage of Fight 
Your Eye was taught Compaſſion — from that Hour 
I vow'd my Life the Slave of your Rememb'rance ; 
And often, as Criſtina, heav'nly Maid! 
The Miſtreſs of my Service, queſtion'd me. 
Of Wars and vent'rous Deeds my Tidings came 
Still freighted with thy Name, until the Day 
In which yourſelf appear'd, to make Praile ſpeechleſs, | 
Criſtina ſaw you then, and on your Fate 


Dropp'd 
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Dropp'd a kind Tear, and when your noble Scorn 
Of profer'd Terms provok'd her Father's Rage 
To take the deadly Forfeit; ſhe, ſhe only, d 
Whole Vircues watch'd the precious Hour of Mercy, 
All trembling, ſent my ſecret Hand to fave you; 
Where, thro'a Pals unknown to all your Keepers, 
led you forth, and gave you to your Liberty. 

Guſt. O am funk, o'erwhelm'd with wond'rous 
Goodnels, 
But were I rich and free as opening Mines 
That teem their golden Wealth upon the World, 
Still I were poor, uncqual io her Bounty. 
Nor can I longer doubt whoſe gen'cous Arm 
In my Arvida, in my Friend's Deliverance, 
Gave double Life, and Freedom to Guſtavus. 
Laer. A fatal Prefcnt ! Ha, you Know him not; 
Arvida is milled, undone by Pallion; 
Falſe to your Friendſhip, to your Truſt unfaithful. 
Guſt. Ha! hold! 
Laer. | muſt unfold it. 
Gut. Yet torbcar : 
This Way-- hear ſome footing---pray you ſoft — 
It thou haſt aught to urge againſt Arvids, 
The Man of Vertue, tell it not the Wind; 
Leſt Slander caich ihe Sound, and Guilt ſhould 
triumph. [ Exeunt, 


CAN V. 


Arvida entering ſpeaks to 4 Soldier. 


Arv. He's here — bear back my Orders to your 
Fellows | + 
That not a Man, on Peril of his Lite, 
Advance in Sight *cill call'd. 
Sold. My Lord, I will 
Arv. Have 1 not vow'd it, faithleſs as he is, 
Have I not vow'd his Fall? Yet, good Heav'n! 
Why ſtart theſe ſudden Tears? On, on 1 muſt ; 
For I am half way down the dizzy Steep. 
F 2 Where 
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Where my Brain turns A Draught of Leibe now 
O that — World wou'd ſleep to wake no more 
Or that the Name of Friendſhip bore no Charm 
To make my Nerve unſteady, and this Steel 
Flee backward'from its Task !—It ſhall be done 
Empire! Criſtina ! tho? th atfrighted Sun 
Start back with Horror of the direful Stroke, 
It mall be done. Calm, calm the Hell within, 
Thy Looks may elſe turn Traitors— Ha, he comes 
How ſteadil he looks, as Heav'n's own Rook, 
The Leaf 7 Truth were open'd on his Aſpect. 
Up, up, dark Miniſter his Fate calls out 

[ Puts up the Dagger 
To nobler Execution ; for he comes 
In Oppoſition, ſingly, Man to Man, 
As tho“ he brav'd my Wiſh. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Guſtavus. 


ne leak for ſome time on each otber—Arvida 
bog Hand on bis Sword, and withdraws it by 
then advances irreſolutely. 


Gu. 11 it then ſo? 
3 thyſelf. 

| No ſtrike 
| woul unfold my Boſom to thy Sword, 

ut that I know the Wound you give this Breaſt 
Would doubly pierce thy own. 
I know: thee not 
It is the Time's Eclipſe, and what ſhould bs 
In Nature, now is nameleſs. 

Guſt. Ah, my Brother 

Arv. What wouldſt thou? 

Guſt. Is it thus we two ſhould meet? 

Arv. Art thou not falſe ? Deep elſe, O deep indeed 
Were my Damnation. 'F 
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Guft. Dear, unhappy Man | 
My Heart bleeds for thee. Falſe I'd ſurely been, 
Had I, like thee, been tempted. 

Arv. Ha | Speak, ſpeak, 

Didſt thou not ſend to treat with Criſtiern? 

Guſt. Never. | 
I know thy Error, but I know the Arts, 

The Frauds, the Wiles that practis'd on thy Virtue z 
Firm how you ſtood, and rog'd above Mortality. 
Till in the fond unguarded Hour of Love | 
The wily undermining Talio came, 

And won thee from thyſelf—a Moment won thee— 
For ſtill thou art Arvida, till the Man 

On whom thy Country calls for her Deliv'rance. 
Already are her braveſt Sons in Arms, 

Mark how they ſhout, impatient of our Preſence, 
To lead them on to a new Lite of Liberty, 
ToFame, toConqueſt--Ha, Heav'n guard my Brother, 
Thy Cheek turns pale, thy Eye is wild upon me, 
Wilt thou not anſwer me? 

Arv. Guſtavus ! 

Guſt. Speak. | 

Arv. Have I not dream'd ? 

Guſt. No other J eſteem it. a” 
Where lives the Man whoſe Reaſon ſflumbers not? 
Still pure, ſtill blameleſs, if at wonted Dawn 
Again he wakes to Virtue. 

Arv. O, my Dawn 
' Mutt foon be dark. Confufion diſſipates, 

To leave me worſe confounded. 

Guſt. Think no more on't. | 
Come to my Arms, thou deareſt of Mankind 

Arv. Stand off ! Pollution dwells within my Touch, 
And Horror hangs around me Cruel Man 
O, thou haſt doubly damn'd me with thy Goodneſs: 
For Reſolution held the Deed as done; 

That now muſt fink me- Hark ! Pm ſun moni hencu, 
My Audit opens! Poiſe me! far I ſtand 
| Upon a Spire, againſt whoſe ſightleſs Baſe 


Hell 
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Hell breaks his Wave beneath. Down, down I dare not, 
And up I cannot look, for Juſtice fronts me.— 
Thou ſhalt have Vengeance, tho* my purpling Blood 
Were Nectar for Heav*n's Bowl, as warm and rich, 
As now *tis baſe, it thus ſhould pour for Pardon, 
{ Guſtavus catches his Arm, and in the Sirugg/z 
_ the Dagger falls. 
 Guft. Ha! Hold, Arvida 
thee 
Forbid it Heav'n thou ſhalt not ob me ſo; 
No, I will ſtruggle with thee to the laſt, 
And fave thee from thyſelf. Oh, anſwer me 
Wilt thou forſake me? Anſwer me, my Brother, 
My beſt Arvida. 
Arv. I wou'd ſpeak to thee 


No, I will not loſe 


But let it be by Silence Oh Guftavy: ! 
Guſt. Say but you'll live. Z 
Aro. Oh 


Guſt. For my Sake. 

Arv. Yes, take me, 
Expoſe me, cage me, brand me for the I 091 
Of crafted Villains, for the verieſt Slave, 
On whom the Bend of each contemptuous Brow 
Shall look with Loathing. Ah, my Tfrpitude 4 
Shall be the vile Comparative for Knaves 
To boaſt and whiten by 

Guſt. Not ſo, not ſo. 
Who knows no Fault, my Friend, knows no Perfection. 
The Rectitude that Heav'n appoints to Man 
Leads on thro Error; and the kindly Senſe 
Of having ſtray'd, endears the Road to Bliſs ; 
It makes Heav'n's Way more pleaſing! O my Brother, 
*Tis hence a Thouſand cordial Charities 
Derive their Growth, their Vigour, and their Sweetneſs. 
This ſhort Lapſe | 
Shall to thy future Foot give cautious T reading, 
Erect and firm in Virtue. 

Arv. Give me Leave. [Offers to paſs. 

Cut. You ſhall not pak. 


Arv. 


. , 
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Arv. I muſt. 74 
Guft. Whither ? 'T 
Arv. I know not———O Guſtavus ! | 
Guſt. Speak. | 
Arv. You can't forgive me. 

Guſt. Not forgive thee | 
Arv, No. 
Look there. [Point, to the Dag ger 
And yet when I reſolv'd to kill thee 
I cou'd have died—indeed I cou'd for ghee, 
I cou'd have died, Guſtavus / 
Guſt. I know it. 
A gen'rous Mind, tho' ſway'd a while by Paſſion, 
Is like the ſteely Vigour of the Bow, 
Still holds its native Rectitude, and bends 
Bur to recoil more forceful. Come forget it. 


SCENE YE. 


Enter a Dalecarlian. 
Dale. My Lord, as now I paſs'd the Mountain's 
Brow, 
| fpy'd ſome Men, whoſe Arms and ſtrange Attire, 
Give Cauſe for Circumſpection. | 
Guſt. Danes, perhaps 
Haſte, intercept their Paſſage to the Camp. [Ex. Dal. 
Arv. Thoſe are the Danes that witneis to my 
Shame. 
Gf. Periſſ th* opprobrious Term] not fo, A vida; 
My ſelt will be the Guardian of thy Fame; 
Truſt me, I will—Our Friends approach—D clear 
While 1 attend them, clear that Cloud, my Brather, 
That fits upon the Morning of thy Youth ; 
It hangs too near the Heart of thy Guftavus. Exit. 
Arv. Ot thy Guſtavus! O Wreich, Wretch, curs'd 
Wretch ! 
What is this Time and Place, and Toys of Circum- 
{tance ; | 
That wind our Actions, ſo as Heas'n's own Hind 
What's 
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What's done may not unravel ?—Pardon may 

There's the Letbean Sweet, the Snow of Heav'n, 

New blanching-o'er the Negro Front of Guik, 

That to the Eye of Mercy all appears 

Fair as th* unwritten Page — yet f{clf-convict, 

Tho? Heav'ns free Pow'r ſhou'd Pardon, where's my 
Peace ? 

Thus, thus to be driven out from my own Breaſt ! 

To have no Shed, no ſhelt'ring Nook at home 

To take Reflection in! How looks the Wretch 

Whoſe Heart cries Villain to itſelf? FI not” 

Endure its Batt'ry—Somewhat muſt be done 

Of high Import ere Night, that I may fleep- 

Or wake for ever. 


SCENE. VIII. 


Enter Guſtavus follow'd by the Dalecarlians, Anderſon, 
Arnoldus, Sivard, Officers, &c. 


1ſt Dale. Let us all ſee him 

2d Dale. Yes, and hear him too. 

3d Dale. Let us be fure *tis he himfelf. 

4th Dale. Our General. 

5th Dale. And we wilt fight while Weapons can be 
found. 

6th Dale. Or Hands to wield to them. 

7th Dale. Get on the Bank, Guſtavus. 

And. Do, my Lord. 
Guft. My Countrymen ! 
1ſt Dale. Ho! hear him. 
2d Dale. Peace ! 

3d Dale. Peace 

4th Dale. Peace ! 


Guſi. Amazement I perceive hath fill'd your 


Hearts, 
And Joy for that your loſt Guſtavus, ſcap'd 


Thro*'Wounds, Impriſonments, andChains,andDeaths, 


Thus ſudden, thus unJook'd for ſtands before ye. 
As one eicap'd from crue! Hands come. 


From 
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rom Hearts that ne er knew Pityz dark and vengeful: 
ho quaff the Tears of Orphans, bathe in Blood, 

And know no Muſick but the Groans of Sweden. 

Yer, not for that my Siſter's early Innocence, 

And Mother's Age now grind beneath Captivity 3 

Nor that one bloody, one remorſeleſs Hour 

Swept my great Sire and Kindred from my Side; 

For them Guſtavus weeps not, tho' my Eyes 

Were far leſs dear, for them I will not weep. 

But, O great Parent, when I think on thee ! 

Thy numberleſs, thy nameleſs, ſhameful Infamies, 

My widow*d Country | Sweden ! when I think 

upon thy Deſolation, Spite of Rage - 

And Vengeance that would choak them—Tears will 
| flow. 

And. O, they are Villains, ev'ry Dane of them, 
Practis'd to ſtab and ſmile z ro ſtab the Babe 
That ſmiles upon them. 

Arn. What accurſed Hours 

Roll o' er thoſe Wretches who to Fiends like theſe 
In their dear Liberty have barter'd more 
Than Worlds will rate for ? 

Guſt. O Liberty, Heav*n's choice Prerogative ! 
True Bond of Law, thou focial Soul of Property, 
Thou Breath of Reaſon, Life of Life itſelf 
For thee the Valiant bleed. O facred Liberty 
Wing'd from the Summer*sSnare, from flattring Ruin, 
Like the bold Stork you ſcek the wint'ry Shore, 
Leave Courts, and Pomps, and Palaces to Slaves, 
Cleave to the Cold, and reſt upon the Storm. 4 
Upborn by thee, my Soul diſdain'd the Terms 
of Empire—offer'd at the Hands of Tyrants. 

With thee, 1 ſought this fav*rice Soil; with thee, 

Theſe fav*rice Soas | ſought ; thy Sons, O Liberty. 
For ev'n amid the Wilds of Life you lead them, 

Lift their low rafred Cottage to the Clouds, 

Smile o'er their Heaths, and from their Mountain 
Tops 

Beam Glory to the W 
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AI. Liberty! Liberty! N 

Cut. Are ye not mark'd, ye Men of Dalecarlia, 
Are ye not mark'd by all the circling World 
As the great Stake, the laſt Effort for Liberty? 
Say, is it not your Wealth, the Thirſt, the Food, 
The Scope and bright Ambition of your Souls? 
Wap ele have you, and your renown'd Forefathers, 
From che proud Summit of their glitt'ring Thrones, 
Caſt down the mightieſt of your lawful Kings 
That dat d the bold Infringement? What but Liberty, 
Thro* the ſamd Courſe of thirteen hundred Years, 
Aloof hath held Invation from your Hills, 
And ſanctifyd their Shade 2— And will ye, will ye 
Shrink from the Hopes of the expecting World: 
Bid your high Honours N to foreign Inſult, 
And in one Hour give up to Inſam 
The Harveſt of a thouſand Years of Glory? 

1ſt Date. No. 

2d Dale. Never, never. 

3d Dale. Per iſti all firſt 

Ath Dale. Die all! 

Guſt. Yes, die by Piecemea! ! 
Leave not a Lib over which a Dane may triumph! 
Now from my Soul I joy, I joy, my Friends, 
Io fee ye tear'd ; to ſe that ev'n your Foes 
Do Juſtice to your Valours !-—There they be, 
The Pouꝰts of Kingdoms, ſumm'd in yonder Hoſt, 
Yer kept aloot, yer trembling to aſſail ye. 
And O, when | look round and fee you here, 
Of Number ſhort, but prevalent in Virtue, 
My Heart ſwells high and burns for the Encounter. 
True Courage but from Oppoſition grows; 
And what are fifty, what a thouland Slaves, 
March'd to the Sincw of a ſingle Arm 


That ſtrikes for Liberty? That ſtrikes to ſave 
His Fields from Fire, his Infants from the Sword, 
His Couch from Luſt, his Daughters from Pollution 


And his large Honours from eternal Iintamy ? 


Mall we ſtand here 


What, doubt we then? Shall we, 


| 
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| Your Limbs tread vigorous, and your Breaſts beats 
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Till Motives that might warm an Ague' Froſt. 


| And nerve the Coward's Arm, ſhall poorly ſerve 


To wake us to Refiſtance ?----Let us on! 
O, yes, I read your lovely fierce Impatience 3 
You ſhall not be withheld ; we will ruſt on them 
This is indeed to Triumph, where we hold 
Three Kingdoms in our Toil ! Is it not glorious, —— 
Thus to appal the Bold, meet Force with Fury, 
And puſh yon Torrent back, *cill ev'ry Wave 
Flee to its Fountam? 

zd Dale. On, lead us on, Guſtavus; one Word 

more 

Is but Delay of Conqueſt. 

Gt. Take your Wiſh, 
He, who wants Arms, may grapple with the Foe 
and fo be furmih'd. You, moſt noble Ander ſon, 
Divide our Pow'rs, and with the fam'd Olaus 
Take the left Rout—You, Eric, great in Arms! 
With the renown'd Nederbi, hold the Right, 
And ſkirt the Forreſt down; then wheel at once, 
Confeſs'd to view, and cloſe upon the Vale: 


Myſelf, and my moſt valiant Couſin here, 


Th' invincible Arvida, gallant Siverg, 
Arnoldus, and theſe hundred hardy Vet'rans, 
Will pour directly on, and lead the Onfer. 
Joy, Joy, I ſec conſeſo'd from ev*ry Eye, 


high ! 
Thin tho? our Ranks, tho” ſcanty be our Bands, 
Bold are our Hearts, and nervous are our Hands. 
With us, Truth, Jullice, Fame, and Freedom cloſe, 


Each, ſingly cqual to an Hoſt of Faes, 

feel, 1 feel them fill me out for Fight, 

They lift my Limbs as feather'd Hermes light 

Or like the Bird of Glory, tow'ring high, 

Thunder within his Graſp, and Lightning in his Eye! 


END ef the Third ACT. 
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AG T VV. 


SCENE before The Camp. 


Enter Criſtiern, Trollio, and Attendants. 
Criſt. O U R Obſervations juſt, I ſee it, Trollio: 
Men are Machines, with all their boaſted 
reedom, 

Their Movements upon ſome fav'rite Paſſion; 

Let Art but find the latent Foible out, 

We touch the Spring, and wind them at our Pleaſure. 
Troll. Let Heav'n ſpy out for Virtue, and then 

ſtarve it: | 

But Vice and Frailty are the Stateſman's Quarry, 

The objects of our Search, and of our Science; 

Mark'd by our Smiles, and cheriſn'd by our Bounty. 

Tis hence, you lord it o'er your ſervile Senates; 

How low the Slaves will ſtoop to gorge their Luſts 

When aptly baited : Ev'n the Tongues of Patriots, 

(Thoſe Sons of Clamours) oft relax the Nerve 

Within the Warmth of Favour. 


| 


| 


* Criſt. How elſe ſhould Kings ſubſiſt? For wont is 


Pow'r, 

But the nice Conduct of another's Weakne': ? 
That Thing call'd Virtue is the Bane of Government, 
A Libel on the State, that asks Suppreſſion ; 
It has a hateful and unbinding Quality; 
It ſerves no End, ſtill reſtive to the Rein, 
And to the Spur unſpeedy : They who boaſt it 

Are T raitors, Rivals ot their King, my Tro lio, 
And wanting other Subjects, greatly dare 
To lord it o'er themſclves. Such is Guſtavus, 
If yet he be _ 
And ſuch Arvida was; tho' now, I truſt, 


! 


2 


He 


Whcrcin, digeſting many flagrant Terms 
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He is too far advanc'd ip our Deſigns 
* — — | A 
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Already has he leap'd the guilty Mound® + 
That might appal bis Vines; Tor the World 
He dare not look back : where Shame purſues, 
And cuts off all Retreat. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Gentleman Uſver, and Peterſon, who kneels. 


Gent. My Liege, Lord Peter/on. 

Criſt. Riſe co our Truſt, moſt Sy Peterſon ; 
Riſe to our Friendſhip : By my Head, I ſwear, 
Bar but our Troll here, cane 8 hoe a Swede, 

Who holds thy valued Level in our Hears |! 
For thou'rt unſhaken, tho? thy Nation ſwerve; 
Faithful among the faithlels. 

Peter. What I am 
Let this inform your Majeſty. Gives a Pacguet. 

Troll. A Pacquet : 

Whence had you that, my Friend? 

Peter. Even from the Fands « 
Of the once great Gvſtavus. 

Criſt. Then you have ſcen him. Tell me, tell 

me Peter/on, 
What ſaid he ? Eh] How look'd the mighty Rebel? 
His Means, his Scope, the Pride of his Preſumption, 
Give me the whole! 

Peter. Laſt Night, my gracious Lord, 

While yet I held your Meſſenger in Conference; 
Arrived, who brought a Letter trom Guſtavus, 


Of mutinous Import againſt the Stare 

Ot your high Dignity ; by Morning Light 

He pray'd me to attend him; boatling much 

Of plenteous Hopes, and Meansof boldeſt Enterprize. 
Of this I ga x ou Notice; and, &er Dawn, 

Set out for Intelligence———l came; 


I faw him ſhrunk, that Glory of the North, 
Soil'd with the Vileneſs of a Slave's Attire; 
Where in the Depth and Darkneſs of the Mines, 

For ſix long Months he hath not ſeen the Sun ; 
Colleagu'd with circling Horrors; hourly Toll 
Hath been his Watch, and Penury his Earnings ; 
But like the Lion, newly broke from Bonds, 

The mingling Paſſions from his Eyes dart Glory ; 
Pride lifts his Stature, and his opening Front 

Still looks Dominion. 

Criſt. Who were his Adherents? 

Peter. The Traitor Anderſon, and a few Friends, 
To whom, ere | {et out, he ſtood reveal'd. 

And when I ſecm'd to queſtion on his Pow'rs 
Of Rivalſhip, the Props whereon he meant 
To Lift Contention to the princely Front 
Of ſuch high Oppoſition ; he reply'd, 

His Powers were near your Perſon. 

Criſt. How! what's here? ¶ Looks on the Pacguet. 
To Laurent, Aland, Haguin, and Roderic, 
Confuſion ! Treaſon's in our Camp! Who's there? 

Gent. My Liege 

Criſt. Bear this to Norbi 


The Swediſb Captains. 
Troll. Might I but Preſume 
Criſt. 1 will not be controul'd bid him ſeize all, 
Soldiers and Chiefs! by Hell, there's not a Swede, 
But lurks an Inſtrument to prompt Rebellion, 
And Plots upon my Life Look there, *cis evident: 
| [Gives Trollio à Letter. 
They are all leagu'd, confed*rate with Guſtavys, 
Th' Abettors of his Treaſon. 
Troll. It ſhou'd ſeem fo : 
And yet it ſhou'd not Tell me, Peterſon, 
Art thou aſſur'd thy Credit with Guſtavus 
Will anſwer to a Truſt like this ?—Ha ! Say. 
Peter. Yes, well aſſur' d: My Zeal appear'd toc 
warm | 
To give the raft cold Colour for Suſpicion J 


Bid him ſeize 
[Grves a Signet. 
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Troll. I fear, my Friend, I fear he has oer: reach d 
ou. 

Divide far conquer, is the Sum of Politics. 

Beyond the dreaded Circile of his Sword, 

Guſtavus triumphs in an ample Genius; 

He walks at large, ſees clear and wide around him 3 

Calm in the Storm and Turbulence of Action; 

He ponders on the laſt Event of Things, 

And makes each Cauſe ſubſurvient to the Conſequence. 
Criſt. You over-rate his Craft ; they're falſe, my 

Trolls, 
Falſe ev'ry Swede of them; I read their Souls. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Criſtina and Mariana. 
Cri/t. J heard it was your royal Pleaſure, Sir, 
I ſhov'd attend your Highneſs, 
Criſt. Yes, Crijiina, 
But Buſineſs inter ferts. 


SCENE Iv. 
Enter an Officer. 

Of. My ſovereign Liege | 
Wide o'er the Weſtern Shelving of yon Hill, 
We think, tho' indiſtinctly, we can ſpy, 
Like Men in Motion, muſt'ring on the Heath; 
And there is one who faich he can diſcern 
A few of martial Gc<fture, and bright Arms, | 
Whothis Way bend their Action. 

Crift. Friends, perhaps, | 
For Foes it were too dari Haite thee, Tre/f9, | 
Detach a Thouſand of our Dauiſh Horſe | 
To rule their Motions— We will out ouriclf, 
And hold our Pow'rs in Rtadineſ. Lead on.{ Exeuns. 
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Enter Criſtina and Mariana. 


Ma. Ha! did you mark, my Princeſs, did you 
mark * Shou'd 
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Sou'd fome Reverſe, ſore wond'rous Whitl of Fate 
Once more return Guſtavus to the Battle, (queſt ; 
New Nerve his Arm, and wreathe his Brow with Con- 
Say, wou'd you not repent that cer you ſav'd 
This dreadful Man, the Foe of your great Race; 
pours impetuous in his Country's Cauſe 
2 of a Kingdom ? 
. No, my Friend. 
Had I to Death, or Bondage, fold my Sire, 
Or had Guſtavus on our native Realms 
Made hoſtile Inroad ; then, my Mariana ! 
Had | then fav'd him from the Stroke of Juſtice, 
I ſhou'd not ceaſe my Suit to Heav'n for Pardon. 
Bur if, tho? in a Foe, to reverence Virtue, 
Wichſtand jon, reſcue injur'd Innocence, 
Step boldly in betwixt my Sire and Guilt, 
And ſave my King, my Father from Dilhonour ; 
If this be Sin, I have ſhook Hands with Penitence. 
Firſt, periſh Crowns, Dominion, all the Shine 
And Tranfience of this World, cre Guilt ſhall ſerve 
To buy the vain Incumbrance. 
Mar. Do not think 
I meant, my Princeſs, to arraign your Virtues, 
Howe'er I ſeem'd to queſtion on the Conſequence. 
Crit. The Conſequence of Virtue muſt be good: 
It muſt. Tho? it ſhou'd prove my Father's Lot, 
In being reſcu'd from one Act of Guilt, 
To loſe the whole of all his wide Dominions, 
He were a Gainer——Blafted be that Royalty, 
Which Murder muſt make ſure, andCrimes inglorious 
The Bulk of Kingdoms, nay, the World is light, 
When Guilt weighs oppoſite—O wou'd to Heav'n, 
The loſs of Empire wou'd reſtore his Innocence, 
Reſtore the Fortunes, and the precious Lives 
Of Thouſands fab'n the Victims of Ambition 


SCENE VL 


Enter Laertes. 
Ha! Laertes! welcome! well 


and have you ?. 


Say, Laertes. Laer 
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Laer. O Royal Maid 
Criſt. Thy Looks are doubtful Speak. 
Why art thou ſilent Does he live? 
Laer. He does. 
But Death ere Night muſt fill a long Account 
The Camp, the Country's in Confuſion z War 
And Changes ride upon the Hour that haſtes 
To intercept my T ongue I elſe cou'd tell 
Of Virtues hitherto beyond my Ken ? 
Courage, to which the Lion 1 his Creſt, 
Vet grafted upon Qualities as ſoft 
As a rock' d Infant's Meekneſs, ſuch as tem 
| Againſt my Faith, my Country, and Allegiance, 
To wiſh thee Speed, Guſtavus. 
Criſt. Then you found him. 
Aaer. I did: and warn'd him, but in vain, for 
Death 
To him appear'd more grateful than to find 
His Friend's Diſhonour. 
Criſt. Give me the Manner quick — ſoft, good 


Laertes ! 


SCHEME VI 


Enter Criſtiern, Trollio, Peterſon, Danes, Sr. 
Criſt. Damn'd | double Traitor! O curs'd, falſe 
F Arvigaa ! 
Guard well the Swediſh Privners, bind them hard 
Stand to your Arms—Bring forth the Captives there 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Aguſta and Guſtava guarded. 

Troll, My Liege 
Criſt. Away! Fil hear no more of Politics; 

Fortune ! we will not truſt the Changeling more ; 


But wear her Girt upon our armed Loins, 
Or pointed in our Graſp. | 


H SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


Enter an Officer. 
OF. The Foc's at Hand. 
With gallant Shew your thouland Danes rode forth, 
But ſhall return no more !—I mark'd the Action, 
A Band of deſp'rate Reſolutes ruſh'd on 'em, 
Scarce numb'ring to a Tenth, and in mid Way 
They clos d; the Shock was dreadful, nor your Dane: 
Cou'd bear the madding Charge; a while they ſtood, 
Then ſhrunk, and broke, and turn'd — When, lo, 
behind, 
Faſt wheeling from the Right and Left there pour'd, 
Who intercepted their Return, and, caught 
Within the Toll, they periſh'd. 
Criſt. *Tis Guſtavus , 
No Mortal elſe, not Ammon's boaſted Son, 
Not Cæſar wou'd have dar'd it. Tell me, ſay, 
What Numbers in the Whole may they amount to? 
OF. About Five Thouſand. 
Crift. And no more? 
OF. No more ? 
That yet appear. | 
Criſt. We count fix times their Sum 
Haſte, Soldier, take a Trumper, tell Guſtavus, 
We have of Terms to offer, and wou'd treat 
Touching his Mother's Ranſom; ſay, her Death, 
Suſpended by our Grace, but waits his Anſwer. 
Exit Officer. 
Madam, It ſhowd well ſuit with your Authority, 
[To Aguſta, 
To check this Frenzy in your Son—look to it, 
Or by the Saints this Hour's your laſt of Life? 


Au. Come, my Guſtava, come, my little Captive, 


We ſhall be free ; our Tyrant is grown kind ; 

And for theſe Chains that bind thy pritty Arms, 

The golded Cherubim ſhall lend the Wings, 

And thou ſhalt mount amid the ſmiling Choir 

Of little Heav'aly Songſters, like thy ſelt, 

All robed in Innocence Guft, 
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Guſt. Will you go, Mother ? | . 
Agu. So help me, Mercy es, I'l] go, my Child; 

And I will give thee to thy Father's Fondnels, 

And to the Arms of all thy royal Race 

In Heav'n, who ſit on Thrones, with Loves, and Joys, 

And Pleaſures ſmiling round. 

Crit. Is this my Anſwer? 
Come forth, ye Miniſters of Death, come forth. 


ms a+ .& I © 
Enter Ruſſians, who ſeize Aguſta and Guſtava. 
Pluck them aſunder ! We ſhall prove you, Lady 
Tis my damn'd Lot, thus ever to be crog'd 


With rank blown Pride, and Infolence eternal. 
Guſt, O Mother, take me, take me from theſe 


They fright me with their Looks. (Men, 
u. Alas! my Child, I cannot take thee from 
them. 
Cat. O, they hurt me: can't you take me, 
Mother? 
Au. They can't, they cannot hurt you, my 
| Guſtaya. 


Fear not, my little one, your Name ſhou'd be 
A Charm oc'r Cowardice, for you are call'd 
After your valiant Brother; he'll dilown you, 
He will not love you, if you fear, Gu/tava. 
Criſt. Ah! | can hold no longer, Royal Sir, 
Thus on my Knees, and lower, lower ſtil] 
Criſt. My Child! what mean you? 
_ Crit. O my gracious Father 
Kill, kill me rather let me periſh firſt ; 
But do not ſtain the Sanctity of Kings 
With the ſweet Blood of helpleſs Innocence; 
Do not, my Father] Spare the little Orphans, 
And let the Lambs go tree | 
Au. Ha? who art thou? 
That look'ſt ſo like the Habitants of Heav'n, 
Like Mercy tent upon the Morning's Bluſh, 
To glad the Heart, and cheer a gloomy World 
Wich Light *cill now unkvow:. Criſt 
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Criſt. Away, they come. 

Py hear no more of your ill-tim'd Petition. 
Criſtina. O yet for Pity ! 
Criſt. 1 will none or't, 00m me, 

Pity ! it is the infant Fool of Nature : 

Tear off her Hold, and bear her to her Tent. 

[Ex. Criſtina, Mar. Laer. and Attendants. 


SCENE X. 
Enter an Officer. 


OF. My Liege,Guftavus,tho* with much Reluctance, 
Contents to one Hours Truce. His Soldiers reſt 
Upon their Arms, and follow'd by a few, 

He comes to know your Terms. 

Crift. I fee, fall back 
Stand firm Be ready Slaves, and on your Word 
Plunge deep your Daggers in their Boſoms. 

Points to Aguſta. 


SCENE XL 
Enter Guſt. Arv. Ander. Arn. Siv. Sc. 


Hold 

Guſt. Ha ! 'tis, it is my Mother 

Criſt. Tell me, Guſtavus, tell me why this is? 
T hat, as a Stream divirted from the Banks 
Of ſmooth Obedience, thou haſt drawn thoſe Men 
Upon a dry unchannePd Enterprize, 
To turn their Inundation ? Are the Lives 
Oi my miſguided People held fo light, | 
That thus thou'dſt puſh them on the keen Rebuke 
Ot guarded Majeſty ; where Juſtice waits, 
All awful, and reſiſtleſs, to aſſert 
Ti impervious Rights, the Sanctitude of Kings, 
And blaſt Rebellion ? 

Guſt. Juſtice! Sanctitude 
And Rights! O Patience! Rights! What Rights 

Thou Tyrant ? 

Yes, if Perdition be the Rule of Power; If 
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If Wrongs give Right ; O then, ſupreme in Miſchief ! 
Thou wert the Lord, the Monarch of the World! 
Too narrow for thy Claim. But if thou think'ſt 
That Crowns are vilely propertied, like Coin, 
To be the Means, the Specialty of Luſt, 
And fenſual Attribution If thou think*ſt, 
That Empire is of titled Birth, or Blood ; 
That Nature in the proud Behalf of one, 
Shall diſenfranchiſe all her lordly Race. 
And bow her gen'ral Iſſue to the Yoke 
Of private Domination—then, thou proud one, 
Here know me for thy King—Howe'er be told, 
Not claim Hereditary, not the Truſt 
Of frank Election; 
Not ev'n the high anointing Hand of Heav'n 
Can authorize Oppreſſion ; give a Law 
For lawleſs Pow'r; wed Faith to Violation; 
On Reaſon build Miſrule, or juſtly bind 
Allegiance to Injuſtice Tyranny 
Abſolves all Faith; and who invades our Righ 
Howe'er his own commence, can never be 
But an Uſurper But for thee, for thee 
There is no Name !—thou haſt abjur'd Mankind; 
Da ſh'd Safety from thy bleak unſocial Side, 

And wag'd wild War with univerſa] Nature 
TCriſt. Licentious Traitor I thou can'ſt talk it largely; 
Who made thee Umpire of the Rights of Kings, 
And Pow'r, prime Attribute? As on thy Tongue 
The Poiſe of Battle lay, and Arms, of Force, 

Jo throw Defiance in the Front of Duty. 
Look round, unruly Boy, thy Battle comes 
Like raw, disjointed Muſtring; feeble Wrath 
A War of Waters borne againſt the Rock 
Of our firm Continent, to fume, and Chafe, 
And ſhiver in the Toil.. 
Guſt. Miſtaken Man 
I come impower'd, and ſtrengthen'd in thy Weakneſs. 
For tho? the Structure of a T yrant's Throne 
Riſc on the Necks of half the ſuff ring World ; 


Fear 
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Fear trembles in the Cement : Prayers and Tears, 
And ſecret Curſes ſap its mould'ring Baſe, 
And ſteal the Pillars of Allegiance from it; 
Then, let a ſingle Arm but dare the Sway, 
Headlong it turns, and drives upon Deſtruction. 
Troll. Profane, and alien to the Love of Heav'n ' 
Art thou ſtill harden'd to the Wrath divine 
That hangs o'er thy Rebellion ?—Know'ſt thou not 
Thou art at Enmity with Grace? Caſt out, 
Made an Anathema, a Curſe enroll'd 
Among the Faithful, thou and thy Adherents 
Shorn from our holy Church, and offer'd up 
As facred to Damnation? 
Guſt. Les, I know, 
When ſuch as thou with facrilegious Hand 
Seize on the Apoſtolick Key of Heav'n, 
It then becomes a Tool for crafty Knaves 
To fhut out Virtue, and unfold thoſe Gates, 
That Heav'n itſelf had barr'd againſt the Luſt: 
Qt Avarice and Ambition ſoft, and {ſweet 
As looks of Charity, or Voice of Lambs 
That bleat upon the Morning, are the Words 
Of Chriſtian Meckneſs! Miſſion all divine 
The Law of Love ſole Mandate——but your Gall. 
Ye Stoediſh Prelacy ! Your Gall hath turn'd 
The Words of ſweet, but indigeſted Peace, 
To Wrath and Bitterneſs —— Ye hallowed Men 
In whom Vice ſanctifies, whoſe Preceprs teach 
Zeal without Truth, Religion without Virtue, 
Who ne'er preach Heav'n but with a downward Ly e 
That turns your Souls to Droſs; who ſhouting looſe 
The Dogs of Hell upon us. Thefts, and Rapes, 
Sack'd Towns, and midnight Howlings thro? the Realm 
Receive your Sanction 0 tis glorious Miſchief 
When Vice turns holy, puts Religion on, 
Aſſumes the Robe pontifical the Eye 
Of ſaintly Elevation, bleſſeth Sin, 
And makes the Seal of ſweet offended Heav'n 
A Sign of Blood, a Label for Decrees, 
That Hell wou'd ſhrink to own.—— Criſt. 
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Criſt. No more of this. | E 
Guſtavus, wou d'ſt thou yet return to Grace, 

And hold thy Motions in the Sphere of Duty, 
Acceptance might be found. 

Guſt. Imperial Spoiler ! = 
Give me my Father, give me back my Kindred, 
Give me the Fathers of ten thouſand Orphans, 
Give me the Sons in whom thy ruthleſs Sword 
Has left our Widows childleſs : Mine they were, 
Both mine, and ev'ry Swedes, whoſe Patriot Breaſt 
Bleeds in his Country's Woundings ! O thov can't not, 
Thou haſt out-ſfan'd all reck*ning ! Give me then 
My all that's left, my gentle Mother there, 

And ſpare yon little Trembler | 

Criſt. Yes, on Terms 
Of Compact, and Submiſſion. 

Guſt. Ha ! with thee ? 

Com pact with thee! and mear'ſt thou for my Country: 
For Sweden! No ſo hold my Heart but firm, 
Altho'ꝰ it wring for't ; tho' Blood drop for Tears, 
And at the Sight my ſtraining Eyes ſtart forth 
They both ſhall periſh firſt. 


Criſt. Slaves do your Office. 
Guſt. Hold yer, — Thou can'ſt not be ſo damr'd? 
My Mother 

I dare not ask thy Bleſſing —W here's Arvida ? 

Where art thou? Come, my Friend, thou'ſt known 
Temptation 
And therefore beſt can'ſt pity, or ſupport me. 

Arv. Alas ! I ſhall but ſerve to weigh thee downward, 
To pull thee from the dazzling, ſightleſs Height, 
At which thy Virtue ſoars, For, O Guſtavus, 

My Soul is dark, diſconſolate and dark; 

Sick to the World, and hateful to myſelf; 

I have no Country now; I've nought but thee, 
And ſhou'd yield up the Int'reſt of Mankind, 
Where thine's in Queſtion, 

Auguſta. See, my Son relents 
B-hold, O King yet fpar> 1+ tir a Moment 


His 


* 
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His little Siſter ſhall embrace his Knees, 
And theſe fond Arms, around his duteous Neck, 
Shall join to bend him to us. 
Criſt. Cou'd I truit ye 
Arv. Pll be your Hoſtage. 
Grift. Granted. 
Guſt. Hold, my Friend. 
Here Arvida breaks from Guſtavus, and paſſes 
1 Criftiern's Party, <while Auguſta and 
Guſtava go over to Guſtavus. 
ta. Is it then giv*n, yet giv'n me, ere I die 
To fee thy Face Guftavus ? thus to gaze, 
To touch, to fold thee thus My Son, my Son ! 
And have I liv'd to this? It is enough. 
All arm'd, and in thy Country's precious Cauſe 
Terribly beauteous, to behold thee thus 
Why, 'was my only, hourly Suit to Heav'n, 
And now *tis granted. O my glorious Child, 
Bleſs'd were the Throwes I felt for thee, Guſtavus L 
For from the Breaſt, from out your ſwathing Bands 
You ſtepp'd the Child of Honour. 
Guyft. O my Mother! (Eye ? 
Auguſta. Why ſtands that Water trembling in thy 
Why heaves thy Boſom? Turn not thus away, 
Tis the laſt Time that we muſt meet, my Child, 
And I will have thee whole. 8 why, Guſtavus, 
Why is this Form of Heavineſs? For me 
I truſt it is not meant; you cannot think 
So poorly of me : I grow old, my Son, 
And to the utmoſt Period of Mortality, 
I neer ſhou'd find a Death's Hour like to this, 
Whereby to do thee Honour. 
Guſt. Roman Patriots 
Ye Decii telf-devoted to your Country? 
You gave no Mother's up! Wilt Annals 25 
No Precedent for this, no elder Boaſt 
Whereby to match my Trial? | 
Auguſta. No, Guſtavus ; 
For Heay*n ſtill ſquares our Trial to our a, 
A 
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de Dehverer af bis Country, 
And thine is of the foremoſt Noble Youth | 
Ev'n I, thy Parent, with a conſcious Pride, 
Have often bow'd to thy ſuperior Virtues. 
O, there is but one Bitterneſs in Death, 
One only Sting 
Guſt. Speak, ſpeak ! 
Aguſta. Tis felt for thee. 
Too well I know thy Gentleneſs of Soul, 
Melting as Babes; ev'n now the Preſſurc's on thee, 
And bends thy Lovelineſs to Earth—O, Child 
The dear but ſad Foretaſte of thy Affliction 
Already kills thy Mother—But behold, 
Behold thy valiant Followers, who to thee, 
And to the Faith of thy protecting Arm, | 
Have giv'n ten thouſand Mothers, Daughters too; 
Who in thy Virtue yet may learn to bear 
Millions of free-born Sons to bleſs thy Name, 
And pray for their Deliverer—O farewel ! 
This, and but this, the very laſt Adieu! 
Heav'n fit victorious on thy Arm, my Son! 
And give thee to thy Merits ! 
Criſt. Ah, thou Trait'reſs (Man? 
G/iava. © Brother, an't you ſtronger than that 
Don't let him take my Mother. 
Auguſta. See, Guftavus, 
My little Captive waits for one Embrace. 
Guſt. Come to my Arms, thou Lamb-like Sacrificez 
O that they were of Force to fold thee ever, 
To let thee to my Heart | there lock thee cloſe, 
And circle thee with Life! But *twill not be 
Guſtava. PII ſtay with you, my Brother, 
Guſt, Killing Innocence | 
That I was born to ſee this Hour 
The Pains of Hell are on me? — Take her, Mother! 
Guſtave. Iwill not part with you; indeed I will not 
Guſt. Take hery-Diftraction! Haite, my deareſt 
Mother: 
Oh—elſc I ſhall run mad—quice mad and ſave ye. 
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Aro. Hold, Madam ;—Hear me, thou moſt dear 
| Guſtavus ! | 
Thus low I bend my Pray'r, reject me not: 

If once, if ever thou didſt love Arvida, 

O leave me here to anſwer to the Wrath 

Of thy fell Tyrant. Save thy honour'd Mother, 
And that ſweet Lamb from Slaughter 

Guſt. Cruel Friendſhip ! | 

Criſt. And by my Lite I'd take thee at thy Word, 
Thou doubly damn'd ! but that I know *twould pleaſe 

thee. 
Aguſta. No, gen'rous Prince, thy Blood ſhall never be 
The Price of our Diſhonour. Come, my Child ; 
Weep not, ſweet Babe, there ſhall no Harm come nigh 
Ren. - 
9 well, proud Dame; you are return'd I 
ee 
Each to his Charge Here break we off, GAſtavus; 
For to the very Teeth of thy Rebellion 
We daſh Defiance back. 

Guſt. Alas! my Mother 
Grief choaks up Utt'rance, elſe I have to ſay 
What never Tongue unfolded Yet return, 

Come back, and I will give up all to fave thee ; 
For on the Cov'ring of thy lacred Head 
My Heart drops Blood. Thou Fountain of my Life 
Dearer than Mercy is to kneeling Penitence, | 
My early Bleſſing, firſt and lateſt Joy; 
Return, return, and fave thy loſt Gu/tavwus / 
Criſt. No more, thou Trifler ! 
Feuſta. O farewel for ever 

[Exeunt Criſtiern and his Party, Guſtavus 

and bis Party remain. 

Gt. Then ſhe is gone Aroidat* Anderſon ! 
For ever Arnaldus Friends, here are ye? 
Help here, heave, heave this: Mountain from me- 
Heav'n keep my Senſes !——So—We will to Battle; 


But let no Banners wave——Be ſtill thou Trump 
f And 
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And ev'ry martial Sound that gives the War 
To Pompor Levity ; for Vengeance now 
Is clad with heavy Arms, ſedately ſtern, 
Reſolv'd, but ſilent as the ilaughter'd Heaps 
O'er which my Soul is brooding. 

Arn. O Guſtavus ! 
Is there a Swede of us, whoſe Sword and Soul 
Grapple not to thee, as to all they hold 
Of earthly Eſtimation? Said I more, 
It were but half my Thought. 

And, On thee we gaze, 
As one unknown till this important Hour; 
Pre-eminent of Men. 

Siv. Accurs'd be he, 
Who, in thy Leading will not fight, and ſtrive, 
And bleed, and gaſp with Pleaſure! 

And. We are thine ; 
All, all, both we and ours; whom thou this Day 
Haſt dearly purchas'd. 

Arn. Tho), to yield us up, 
Had ſcarce been leſs than Virtue. 

Guſt. O my Friends! 
I fee, *tis not for Man to boaſt his Strength 
Before the Trial comes This very Hour, 
Had I a thouſand Parents, all ſeem'd light, 
When weigh'd againſt my Country; and but now, 
One Mother ſeem'd of Weight to poize the World 
Tho? conſcious Truth and Reaſon were againſt her. 
For, O, howe'er the partial Paſſions ſway, 
High Heav'n affigns but one unbiaſs'd Way; 
Dire& thro? ev'ry Oppoſition leads, 
Where Shelves decline, and many a Steep impedes. 
Here hold we. on—tho? thwarting Fiends alarm, 
Here hold we an- thoꝰ devious Syrens charm 3 
In Heav'n's difpaſing Pow'r Events unite, 
Nor aught can happen wrong to him who acts aright. 


2 ND of the Fourth ACT. 
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S CE N E the Royal Teut. 


Enter Chriſtina and Mariana. 


Criſtina. ARK! Mariana, liſt - No—All is 
ſilen 
It was not Fancy ſure—didſt thou hear aught ? 
_ I” * the Voice of Terror ſeiz'd my 
F, 
And my Heart ſinks within me. 
Criſtina. O, I fear 
the War is now at Work — As Winds, methought, 
Long borne —_— hollow Vaults, the Sound ap- 
roach" 
One Sound, yet laden with a thouſand Notes 
Of fearful Variation ; then it ſwell'd 
To diſtant Shouts, now coming on the Gale ; 
Again borne backward with a parting Groan, 
All ſunk to horrid Stillneſs. 
Mar. Look, my Princeſs, 
Ah, no! withold thy Eyes! the Place grows dark, 
A ſudden Cloud of Sorrow ſtains che Day, 
And throws its Gloom around. 


SCENE II. 
Enter four Slaves as bearing the Bodies of Aguſta and 
Guſtava on a Bier cov er d——four Women in Chains 
follow weeping. * 


Criſtina. Whence are ye, er. you ache of 
Affliction? 
Saints! 


Their Speech is in their Team da 
Avert that Thought! Soft! hold ye! Poe a Tear 


For ev'ry Mourner—Ah! cer the Covering. 
Mar. What mean you, 9 
\ Cri- 
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The DeBverer of b Country. Gt 
ang 3 See it not 
How art — ſpilt, thou Blood of Royalty ! 
Cloſe at the Paleneſs of its Parent Breaſt, 
The Babe lies Nlaughter'd. Tell me, who did this? 
No, hold ye! Say not that my Father did it? 
For Duty then turns Rebel Cruel Father! 
O, that ſome Villager, whoſe early Toil 
Lifts the penurious Morſel to his Mouth, 
Had claim'd my Birth! Ambition had not then 
Thus ſtepꝰd *rwixt me and Heav'n. 
Mar. Go, bear it hence 
Turn, turn, my royal Miſtreſs ! 
Criſtina. Ah, Aguſta ! 
Among thy Foes thou'rt fall'n, thou*rt fall'n inVirtue! 
Exalt thyſelf, O Guilt? for here the Good 
Have none who may lament them. Sit we down 
For I grow weary of the World; let Death 
Within his vaulty Durance, dark and ftill, 
Receive me too; and where th*Aflicted reſt, 
T here fold me in for ever. 


SCENE ii. 


Enter Laertes. 
Laer. Ariſe, Criſtina; fly! thou royal Virgin! 
This Morn beheld thee Miſtreſs of the North, 
Bright Heir of Scandinavia; and this Hour 


Has left thee not, throughout thy wide Dominions, 
Whereon to reſt thy Foot. 


Criſtina. Now, Praiſe to Heav*n ! 
Say but my Father lives! 

Laer. At your Command 
went; and, fromaneighb'ring Summit, view'd 
Where each Halt d adveric, fternly wedg'd ; 
Reflecting on cath er's gloomy Front, 
Fell Hate and HN When at once 
Foe moy'd on, attendant to the Steps 

their Gutau He with mournful Pace 


1 


Came 


„ cCUSTArUS FASR 
Came flow and filent ; till two hapleſs Danes 
— and on his Helm diſcharg'd their 

ury: 

Then rouz d the Lion! To my wondꝰ ring Sight 
His Stature grew twofold; re his Eye 
All Force ſeem'd wither'd, and his horrid Plume 
15 wild — around; as _— dread Bolt, 

e ſhot, he pierc'd our ions; 2 is Strength 
His ſhour! — — ruſhing on 
Where-e'er he led their Battle full five Times, 
Hem'd by our mightier Hoſt, the Foe ſeem'd loſt, 
And fwallow'd from my Sight; five Times again 
Like Flame they iſſued to the Light—And thrice 
Theſe Eyes beheld him, they beheld Guſtavus 
Unhors' d, and by a Hoſt girt ſingly in; 
And thrice he broke thro' all. 
Cbriſt. My Blood runs chill. 
Laer. With ſuch a ſtrenuous, ſuch a labour'd Con- 
Sure never Field was fought ! until Gu taunus (l lict, 
Aloud cry*d, Victory! and on his Spear 
High rear'd th' imperial Diadem of Denmark. 
Then ſlack d the Battle; then recoil'd our Hoſt; 
His echo'd Vi And now would know 
Na Bounds ; Rout follow'd, and the Face of Fight— 
She heeds me not. 

Chriſi.' O, ill-ſtarr'd Royalty 
My Father Cruel, dear, unhappy Father 
Summon'd ſo ſudden ! fearful, fearful Thought 
Step in, ſweet Mercy! For thy Time was— Ha 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Chriſtiern flying without bis Helmet, in Diſorder, 
bis Sword broke, and bis Garment bloody : 3 he throw: 
away his Sword, and ſpeaks. © 


Criſt. Give us new Arms of Piodf—freſh Horſes 


uick ! 
A Watch without there—Set a Standard up 
To guide our ſcatterd Pow'rs! Haſte, my Friends, 
haſte ! 
We 


We mu& be for ſome cooling Stream 
To llake a h's Thirſt! E. 
Laer. A Polt, my Liege, 
A ſecond Poſt from Denmark ſays — 
Criſt. AlPs loft. 
Is it not ſo? Be gone! Perdition choak thee——- 
Give me a Moment's Solitude Thought, Thought, 
Where woud'ſt thou lead ? 1 
Criſtina. He ſees me not— Alas ! alas! my Father! 
O, what a War there lives within his Eye? 
Where Greatneſs ſtruggles to ſurvive itſelf. 
I tremble to approach him; yer I fain 
Wou'd bring Peace to him Don't you kuow me, Sir? 
My Farther, look upon me, look my Father ! 
Why ſtrains your Lip, and why that doubtful Eye 
Thro' Fury melting o'er me? Turn, ah, turn 
I cannot bear its Softneſs—How ? nay, then, 
There is a falling Dagger in that Tear, 
To kill thy Child, to murder thy Criſtina. 
Criſt. Then thou'rt Criſtina? 
Criſtina. Yes. 
Crijt. My Child! 
Criſtina. I am. 
Criſt. Curſe me! then curſe me! Join with Heav'n 
and Earth 
And Hell to curſe ! 
Criſtina. Alas! on me, my Father, 
Thy Curſes be on me, but on thy Head 
Fall Bleſſings from that Heav'n which has this Day 
Preſerv'd thy Life in Battle. 
Criſt, What have I | 
Todo with Heav'n? Damnation! What am I? 
All frail and tranſient as my laps'd Dominions ! 
E'en now the ſolid. Earth prepares to ſlide 
From underneath me. Nature's Pow's cries out, 
Leave him thou Univerſe ! —No—Hold me Heav'n! 
Hold me thou Heav*n! whom [I've torſaken—hold 
Thy Creature, tho” accurs'd | | 
(ri/liina, Patience and Peace 


Poſleſs 


CUSTAPUS FYSSL, 
Poſſeſd thy Mind Not all thy Pride of Empire 
Fer . bleſs'd Senſation, as one Hour 
Of Penitence, tho? painful Let us hence 
Far from the Blood and Buſtle of Ambition. 
Be it my Task to watch thy riſing Wiſh, 
To ſmooth thy Brow, find Comfort for thy Ca res, 
And for thy Will, Obedience; ſtill to cheer 
The Day with Smiles, and lay the nightly Down 
Beneath thy Slumbers, 

Criſt. O chou all that's left me 
Ev'n in the Riot, in the Rage of Fight, 
Thy guardian Virtues watch'd around my Head, 
When elſe no Arm could aid—for thro? o Ranks, 
My circling Troops, the fell Guftavus ruſh'd ; 
Vengeance] he cry'd, and with one eager Hand 
Grip'd faſt my Diadem—his other Arm, 
High rear*d the deathful Steel—ſuſpended yet; 
For in his Eye, and thro? his varying Face, 
Conflicting Paſſions fought—he look dhe ſtood 
In Wrath relutant—Then, with gentler Voice; 
Criſtina thou haſt conquer'd ! Go, he cry'd, 
I yield thee to her Virtues. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Trollio and Guards, Swords drawn, 


Troll. Haſte O King | | 
The Foe has hem'd us round; O haſte to ſa 
Thyſelf and us! (Takes a Sword from one of the Guards. 
Criſt. Thy Sword. 

Troll. What means my—— 

Criſt. Villain ! 
Well ht, by Hell! Ha! Yes,—thou art our 
iniſter, 
The rev'rend Monitor of Vice——the Soil, 


Baneful and rank with ev'ry Principle, 
Whence grow the Crimes of Kings. Firſt periſh 
thou F239 [ Stabs bim 


Who taught the Throne of Pow'r to fix on Fear, 
And raiſe its Safety, from the publick Ruin; i 
| Fa 
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Me Dehverer of bis Country. 
Fall thou into the Gulph thyſelf haſt fix c 
Between the Prince and People; cutting off 
Communion from the Ear of Royalty, 
And M from Complaint—away, away, 
Thy Death, old Man, be on thy Monarch's Head ; 
On thine, the Blood of all thy Countrymen, _ 
Who fell beneath thy Counſels. [ Exeunt. 
[Trollio attempts to riſe and then ſpeaks. 

Troll, Thou bloody Tyrant! late, too late I find, 
Nor Faith, nor Gratitude, nor friendly Truſt, 
No Force of Obligations can ſubſiſt 
Between the Guilty—O, let none aſpire 
To be a King's Convenience ! Has he Virtues, 
| Thoſe are his own ; his Vices are his Miniſter's, 
Who dares to ſtep *rwixt Envy and the Throne, 
Alike to feel the Caprice of his Prince, 
As publick Deteſta tion.— Ha Pm going, 
But whither? No one near! to feel ! to catch! 
The World but for an Inſtant ! for one Ray | 
To guide my Soul! Her Way grows wond'rous dark, 
And down, down, down |! [ Dies. 


SCENE YL 


Enter Guſtavus, Anderſon, Arnoldus, Sivard, @&e. 
in Triumph. Guſtavus advances, and the reſt range 
themſelves on eacy Side of the Stage. 


Guft. That we have conquer'd, firſt we bend to 
Heav'n ! 

And. And next to thee | 

All. To thee, to thee, Guſtavus ! 

Guſt. No matchleſs Men] my Brothers of the War! 
Be it my greateſt Glory to have mix'd 
My Arms with yours, and to have tought for once 
Like to a Dalecarlian; like to you, 
The Sires of Honour, of a new-born Fame, 
To be tranimitted, trom your great Memorial, 
To Climes unknown, ro Age, ſucceecirg Age, 
Till Time ſhall verge upon Eternity, 
And Patriots be no mort 


K Arx. 


66 GUSTAHPUS 77444. 
Arn. Behold, my Lord, 
The Daniſh Pris* ners, and the Traytor Peterſon, 
Attend their Fate. 
Guſt. Send home the Danes with Honour, 
And tet them better learn, from our Example, 
To treat whom next they conquer, with Humanity. 
And. But then for Peter/on ! 
Gut. His Crimes are great: 
A ſingle Death were a Reward for Treaſon: 
Let him ſt ill languiſh Let him be exil'd. 
No more to ſee the Land of Liberty, 
The Hills of Sweden, nor the native Fields 
Of known, endeai*d Idea. 
And. Royal Sir, 
This is to pardon, to encourage Villains; 
And hourly to expoſe that ſacred Lite, 
Where all our Satety centers. 
Cu. Fear them not. 
The Fence of Virtue is a Chief 's beſt Caution; 
And the firm Surety of my People's Hearts 
Is all the Guard that &er Shall wait Guſtavus. 
I am a Soldier from my Youth ; yet, Ander/on, 
Theſe Wars, where Man nel wound himſelf in 
Man, 
Have ſomewhat ſhocking in them : truſt me, Friend, 
Except in ſuch a Cauſe as this Day's Quarrel, 
1 wart] not ſhed a fingle Wretch's Blood 
For the World's Empire 
Arn. O exalted Sweden 
Bleſs'd People! Heav'n! wherein have we deſerv'd 
A Man like this to rule us ? 
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Enter Arvida leading in Criſtina. He runs to Guſtavus. 


Guſt. My Arvida ? 
Aro. My King O hail! Thus let me pay my 
Homage. [ Aneet, 


Guji. Riſe, riſe, nor * our F riendſhip. 
Arv. See, Guſtavus ! Behoid, nor longer wonder 
at my Frailty. Guſt. 


w ew. — — 
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Te Detrverer of "157 Connery 
Guſt. Be faithful Eyes! Ha! Yes, it muſt be ſo. 
'Tis ſhe—For Heav'n would chuſe no other Form 
Wherein to treaſure ev'ry mental Virtue. T 
- Criſtina, Renown'd Guſtavus ! mightieſt among 
Men ! 

If ſuch a Wretch, the Captive of thy Arms, 
Trembling and aw'd in thy ſuperior Preſence, 
May find the Grace that ev'ry other finds, 
For thou art ſaid to be of wond'rous Goodneſs ! 
Then hear, and O excuſe a Foe's Prefumption ! 
While low, thus low you ſee a ſuppliant Child, 
Now pleading for a Father, for a dear, 
Much-lov'd ; if cruel, yet unhappy Father. 
O, let him *ſcape 3 who ne'r can wrong thee more 
It he with circling Nations could not ſtand 
Againſt thee ſingle ; ſingly, what can he, 
When thou art fenc'd with Nations ? 

Guſt. Ha! that Poſture ! 
O riſe — ſurpriz d, my Eye perceiv'd it not. 


Criſtina] thou all form'd for lence | 


ve much to ſay, but that my Tongue, my Thoughts 


Are troubled; warr'd on by unuſual Paſſions, 


*T was hence thou had'ſt it in thy Power to ask, 
'Ere I could offer Come, my Friend, aſſiſt, 


lnſtruct me to be grateful. O Criſtina 


I fought for Freedom, not for Crowns, thou fair one, 
They ſhall fat brighter on that beauteous Head, 


| Whoſe Eye might awe the Monarchs of the Earth, 


And light the World to Virtue——My Arvida / 
Arv. O great and good, and glorious to the laſt ! 


1 read thy Soul, I ſec the gen'rous Conflict, 


And come to fix, not trouble thy Repoſe, 

Cou'd you but know with what an eager Hite 

I ſprung to execute thy late Commands ; 

To ſhield this lovely Object of thy Cares, 

And give her thus, all beauteous to thy Eyes 

For I've no Bliſs butthine, have loſt the Form 

Of ev'ry Wiſh that's foreign to thy Happines. 

But, O, my King! my Conq'rer ! my Guſtavus ! 
| | It 
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SS CUNTHVUS FEOSH, 
0 1 ö de ate much that thou muſt — 
Een n on the Day in which thy s freed, 
That crowns thy Arms with Conqueſt and Criſtins. 
| Guſt. Alas! your Cheek is pale—You bleed, my 
Arv. I do indeed — to Death. (Brother s 
Guſt: You have undone me: 
Raſh, headſtrong Man ! O was this well, A vida? 
{ turns from bim. 
Arv. Pardon, Guſtavus mine's the common Lot, 
The Fate of Thouſands fall'n this Day in Battle. 
I had reſolv'd on Life, to ſee you bleſs'd ; 


To ſee my King and his Criſtina happy. 
Turn, thou beloved, thou honour'd next to Heav'n 


And to thy Arms receive a Penitent, 

Who never more ſhall wrong thee. 
Guſt. O Arvida ? | 

Friend! Friend [turns and embraces him. 
Arv. Thy Heart beats Comfort to me! in this Breaſt, 

Let thy Arvida, let thy Friend ſurvive. 

O, ſtrip its once lov'd — of its Frailties, 

And ſtrip it too of ev'ry fonder Thought, 

That may give thee Affliction Do, Guſtavus ; 

It is my laſt Requeſt for Heav'n and thou 

Art all the Care and Buſineſs—of Ar vida. [ Dies. 
Guſt, Friend! Brother] ſpeak—— He's ——— 

and here is all 

That's left of him who was my Life's beſt Treaſure. 

How art thou falbn, thou greatly valiant Man 

In Ruin graceful, like the Warrior's Spear, 

Thoꝰ ſhiver'd in the Duſt—ſo fall Guſtavus 

But thou art ſped, haſt reach'd the Gole before me; 

And one light Lapſe throughout thy Courſe in Virtuc 

Shews 5 chou wer't Man, ordain'd to ſtrive, 

But not attain Perfection 

Doft thop too weep ? tranſcendent, lovelieſt Maid! 

Pardon a Heart o'er-charg'd with ſwelling Grief, 

T hat in thy Preſence will not be exil'd, 

Thu ev'ry Joy dwells round thee. 
| vil. G Guftevus ! 
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The — that dwells with Virtue ; 
And Heav'n on all exterior Circumſtance 
Shall pour the Balm of Peace; ſhall pay thee back 
The Bliſs of: Nations, breathing on thy Head 
The Sweets that live within the Pray'rs — Foes 
Subdued unto thy Merit fare, farewell! 

_ *Gv/f. Thou ſhalt not ef, Criſtina. 
Criſtina. OI muſt 
Git. No, thou art all A that's left to ſweeten Life, 
And reconcile the wearied to the World. 
Criſtina. It will not be dare not hear 
Gut. You mult, 
I am thy Suppliant in my Turn——but © _. 
My Suit is more, much more than Life or Empire, 
Than Man can merit, or Worlds give without thee. 
Criſtina. Now aid me, aid me all ye. chaſter Pow*rs 
That guard a Woman's Weakneſs !—tis reſolvꝰ d 
Thy own Example charms thy Suit to Silence. 
Nor think alone to bear the Palm of Virtue, 
Thou, who haſt taught the World when Duty calls, 
To throw the Bar of ev'ry Wiſh behind — 
Exalted in that Thought, like thee I riſe. 
While ev'ry leſs' ning Paſſion ſinks beneath me. 
Adieu, adieu, moſt honour'd, firſt of Men, 
I go, I I fly, but to deſerve thee. 
Guſt. Yet ſtay——a Moment——rill my utCring 
Heart 
Pour forth in Love, in Wonder pour before thee, 
Thou cruel Excellence Woud'it thou too leave me? 
Not if the Heart theArms, of thy Guſtavus, 
Have Force to hold thee. | 
Criſtina. O delightful Notes! 
That I do love thee, yes, tis true, my Lord. 
The Bond of Virtue, Friendſhip? 's * Tie, 
The Lover's Pains, and all the {Fa Fondneſs, 
Mine has the Flame of ev'ry Love within it. 
But I have a Father, guilty if he be, 
Yet he is old; if cruel, pra a Father, 
Abandon'd now by ev? 
That fed his Years with er, by am im al That's 


EU TAFUS FAD ÞH, 
Thar* left to calm, to ſooth his troubled Soul, 
To Penitence, to Virtue; and WW 
Reſtore the better Empire Oer his Mind, 
True Seat of ll Dominion Let Guſtavus, 
Yet there are mightier Reaſons O farewell 
Had I ne'et lov'd, I miglt have ſtay d with 1 2 
Guſtavus looks after Criſtina, then #1993 and — on 
Arvida— Anderſon, Arnoldus, Sc. advance. 
And. Behold, my Lord, behold the Sons of War, 
Of Triumph, turn'd to Tears; while from that Eye 
All Sweden takes her Fate; and ſmiles around, 
Or weeps with her Guſtavus. 
Arn. Wilt not cheer them? ſay, thou great 
Deliv*rer. | 
Sto. O General 
oft Dale. King 
2d Dale. Brother 
3d Dal. Father 5 
ML Friend! 
Gaſt. Come, come, my Brothers all! Yes I will 
ſtrive 
To be the Sum of ev'ry Title to ye, 
And you ſhall be my Sire, my Friend reviv'd, 
Ny Siſter, Mother, all that's kind and dear. 


For fo Gaftavus holds ye——O I will 
— Paſſions all my Soul diveſt, 
ta 


To 


ke my dearer Country to my Breaſt. | 
lick Good transfer each fond Deſire, | 
claſp my Sweden with a Lover's Fire. | 
Well pleas'd, the Weight of all her Burdens bear; 
ſe all Pleaſure, but engroſs all Cate. 
Still quick to find, to feel my People's Woes, 
And wake that Millions may enjoy Repoſe. 


END of the Fiſh ACT. 
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Cry'd Nell (is oy for the bafbful Rogye 

* Give em 4 was once id Vogue 

** Thus Authors ok mn leſs — . 
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aid e ws word crown ; 

= Nathing! but Virtue, takes this virtuous Tows. 

** No? let bis Epilogue be clean and chaſte. 

Ni, is the Senſe, of exfry Man of T. 
High roſe the offi. in our Room of State 

Where Tragick Kings and Qucens maintain Debate. 


When, lo ! we beard, © your Powers — 4 to rife,” 
Wheſe borrid Cat-Call 15 — 22 aſe ! 
Our inmoſt Palace felt the loud — 


Where each new Tragedy * @ new 
Whence we determin'd, without further Pater, 
To give you, of the One, and of the Other. 


Mrs. Gir. Our Author, on the Brave, and Chaſte, relies ; 
He thinks, the Virtuous are the only Wiſe. 
And. if brs Muſe, with Voice exalted, fings, 
O Camp s, and Courts ; 0 Minifters, and Kings ; 
et, be o to the Great, es confi nd ! 
His Moral, rs, 4 Leſſon to Mankind. 
1f Virtue, Beauteou: ; j Vice, deform'd, H. — 
on, ebat applaud bim, ſound r own Appl 
Where Vice, ae afte, where Virtue, gives agel, T4. 


Aike, who Judge, or paint, are Fuft, and Ri 
Virtue, lite Vice, eſcapes the public Eye, 
Tz Humble Life, yet, blazes in the High 
Hence, Tragedy, that owns no vulga lig br, . 
S bines, with the King, in a mald 75. bere * Light, 
Or vagrant, with the Tyrart, Sram to run, 
A burning Comer! Not, a cheering Sun 
That Worth, i: Worth ; be, by Guſtavus knows : 
More glorious, in 4 Mine, 1han on @ Throne / 
And, for Criſtina, might a Smile, 
Le great, We fe in Foie than Exile | 
Some Worth it ſhows, to atm at wortby Praiſe. — 
Then, Wither not, the Plant, rbat you may raiſe ! . 
C oy not b1s Ye * Þ ? No 1. bim: ar oo forced. , 
Fer, ws bave beard you, rumbliny or 1; Heal, 
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